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CHAPTER I. 

▲N OLD QUSSn's J>BJLWUXQ-JLOOU. 

"VrOW, child, I sha'n't go any fartlier till her grace's chair 
come. In the meantime I'll tell you who are the tops 
in the drawing-room, and you may use your eyes for an 
honest purpose.** 

The speaker was old Lady Lucie Penruddock : the listener 
was her grand-niece, young Lady Bell Etheredge. The 
occasion was a queen's drawing-room, and the time was still 
that of bad country roads and dark town streets, mobs and 
murders, wild ladies of quality and still wilder spark<» of 
fashion. 

The old palace of St. James's was not less ugly in its brick 
mass than it is to-day. The passages and sttiirs, in a nook 
of which Lady Lncie and her grand-niece were ensconced, 
were thronged densely as usual. The footmen, yeomen of 
the guard, growns of the chamber, and stewards of every 
degree were very nearly the exact predecessors of their suc- 
cessors in office. But the company, representing largely the 
same historic names and aristocratic associations, were more 
strongly marked as a class and sharply defined as individuals. 
The reiy court dress was far statelier, and more splendid in 
its stiff gorgeousness. Who knows now of tissues of gold 
and silver, cf gold and silver lace by thousands of yards, of 

diamond buttons, buckleS; and clasps in every direction? 

1 



2 LADY BELL. 

And the humaniiy which thus glowed and flashed in its oav<~r 
trappings was in proportion more potent in its inner qualities, 
— good or bad, whether they shone with a ohaste or a lurid 
light. 

Lady Lucie, seventy years of age, wore a magnificent 
purple, green, and gold-flowered brocade. Lady Bell, a lass 
of fourteen — no more, but in those precocious dajrs on the 
eve of her first presentation — wore a white lutestring frosted 
with silver. Lady Lucie, a g^and woman once in proportions 
and traits, was stiil — ^withered, shrunk, and grey as she 
showed — a striking wreck of a woman, like the ruin of a 
noble building or the skeleton of a goodly tree. Lady Bell, 
a little girl, not a " fine fig^e " any more than a ** fine for- 
tune," to her grand-aunt's open mortification, was like a 
budding tube-rose from the Chelsea 'gardens, spangled with 
a finer kind of dew than falls to the lot of ordinary roses, 
and invested with a rarer and more irresistible charm. 

** Here comes Princess Emily to wait upon her royal nieoe. 
Be ready with your curtsey, BeU; she has eyes for every 
hole and comer and every new comer. Perhaps she will 
stop and ask who you are. No, she has pushed on to talk 
to Colonel Hammond of her horses, and engage him for her 
loo-table to-night." 

** She looks yellower in her court suit, Aunt Lucie, than 
when I saw her before in a habit, with her little dog under 
her arm, and once in a night-gown at Lady Campbell's, don't 
you remember?" said Lady Bell, not so excited as to have 
lost her power of observation. 

" Hush, you goose; plain daughters of handsome mothers 
are plentiful enough. Your mother, Bell, was even too tall, 
verging on a may-pole, and see what a small chit you are. 
There is the Attomey-General," said Lady Lude, indicating 
Thurlow with his shaggy eyebrows and his two gold snuff- 
boxes, one in each waistcoat pocket; "and yonder is his 
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fellow among the biBhops/' directmg Lady Bell's attention 
to the burly Warburton, Bishop of Gloucester. 

** I think these men are wasted on the law and the church, 
Aunt Lucie/' pronounced Lady Bell, with her keen, shallow 
criticism. 

'* You think their thews and sinews are wasted, Bell. Bah! 
these are wanted in all trades ; but if you desire to see a son 
of Anak in his right place, look at that sailor — no, I don't 
mean my Lord Howe, * Black Dick ' to his messmates, but 
the proper young fellow who has been at the lev^e, doubtless 
on the strength of being appointed to a ship. He is some- 
what raw-boned and shock-headed, I own, being a Scotchman, 
but he has mighty limbs, that Captain Duncan, as Lady 
Bothes called him." 

"And is not Mr. Bruce, the great traveller, a Scotchman 
too ?" asked Lady Bell. 

"What! the man who has drunk of the source of the 
Nile, and seen Tadmor in the Wilderness ? Ay, what could 
you expect but that he should be a wandering Scot, deserting 
the barren soil at home? But I hope, for all that, his 
drawings will turn out his own, for he claims to be the 
descendant of a king, though a poor and rude one. And 
there he goes, six feet four if he is an inch, and with the 
noble, handsome face of a gallant, adventurous gentleman." 

" I don't mind the gentlemen so much ; their place is at 
the lev^e, ain't it? But I am set on seeing some of the court 
and town beauties." 

" Softly, all in good time, for here is the young duchess 
whom the whole world is agog about — and bless us, she is a 
Scotchwoman also, with an accent that would fright the 
French." 

"Ah! her grace of Qt>rdon," exclaimed Lady Bell, snap- 
ping her fan, and getting chidden for being noisy in her 
excitement. 
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Thetre came the young queen of quips and cranks, whose 
broad Scotch accent contrasted so oddlj to English ears with 
the extreme delicacy and perfection of her beauty, the sole 
flaw in which is said to hare been the slight prominence of 
her square, white teeth. 

'*No heart can resist her when she smiles and tries her 
repartee, even in this presence/' said Lady Lude. ^' A power 
of repartee is a great thing, girl ; it becomes a fine woman 
better than diamonds. But if you desire to see pure beauty, 
though it is on the wane, there are the three graces standing 
together in a group, as if to do us a favour. In your ear, Bell, 
royalty has confessed the power of all the three, unless court 
gossip lies. The lady in blue is Lady Sarah Bunbury ; she 
made hay when the sun shone as Lady Sarah Lennox, with 
a certain kingly youth riding by ; and it was not the fault 
of her heaux yeux^ or his tender heart neither, that the hay 
was made in vain. She is talking to the faithful widow. 
Lady Mary Coke, of whom prating tongues have reported 
that his late Hoyal Highness of York could have confessed 
that she was no widow in his day, but a royal duchess. The 
lady before them in lemon colour ^" 

''She is lovely!" interrupted Lady Bell, with an ecstatic 
sigh. '' What eyes, what a skin, to this day ! She need not 
have recourse to the white paint poison." 

''And she u a royal duchess, though she was once but 
* Waldegrave's fair widow,* when a wag — or were there two 
of them at the deed ? — ^writ. 



" ' FuU many a lover who longed to accost her, 

Was kept at a distance by Humphrey of Gloucester.' 



*» 



The old drawing-room company Lady Lude knew so well 
was not made up entirely of belles and beaux, but of better 
and worse, and of something mediocre to serve as a sliding 
scale, and weld the two extremes easily together. There 
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was one of the uncoutblj ooloBsal Oonways, and there were 
several of the black Finches. There was stout, squat Miss 
Monckton, angling for the great traveller Bruce, difficult to 
land, like most big fishes, that she might set him before hor 
next literaiy party — as she was to angle for other fishes, 
food for other parties, after she Was Countess of Cork. 

There was young Lady Charlotte North, still decidedly in 
the '* bloom of her ugliness," but with such a power of 
repartee that her wit, sparkling like a diamond, left the 
listener too dazzled to dwell on the plainness of the casket 
which held the jewel. 

There was Dicky of Norfolk under his strawberry leaves, 
coarser than any ploughman and a g^eat deal more drunken; 
and there was his grace of Bridgewater, whom Lady Lucie 
represented as always plaguing himself with bridges and 
ditches. 

As an eccentric individual of the opposite sex L|uly Lucie 
pointed out the great heiress of the Cavendish-Harleys, who 
was not Lady lude's " dear duchess," and who, while she 
kept up the grand simplicity of a sovereign at Bulstrode, 
'' is yet so fond of birds and beasts and four-footed creatures, 
my dear," declared hadj Lucie in a long parenthesis, ''as 
well as of china and pictures, which to be sure is not so 
monstrous a taste, that I could weU believe she would pledge 
her coronet for an oddly striped snail's shelL Don't you 
take to such vagaries, Bell, even if you have the money to 
waste upon them." 

As a rule, the traces of a reckless pursuit of pleasure and a 
fierce dissipation were visible on the faces of many a high-bred 
man and woman there ; but they were high-bred, and their 
.power, whether expressed by languor or superciliousness, or 
whether it was piquant in its absolute unscrupulousness, was 
a very real and great power to which they were bom, and 
which neither they nor their contemporaries ever questioned. 
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Lady Lucie did not have the good fortune in one sense to 
find herself select in her contemporaries, neither was she 
particular according to modem canons. She drew back, and 
looked another way, when the notorious Lady Harrington 
swept by. But although she protested against shocking scan 
dais, her sense of right and wrong was blunted to the quieter 
ghastliness of heartless unrighteousness. She did not see 
any objection to. exchanging friendly greetings with Anne, 
Countess of Upper Ossory, who had once been Duchess of 
Grafton, when she had agreed politely with her duke that 
their marriage should be dissolved by act of Parliament, 
and they had parted with a promise of friendship till death, 
and of constant correspondence; she had gone her way, 
which meant marrying splendidly the Earl of Upper Ossory; 
and the duke had gone his, which included contracting his 
characteristic ' alliance. 

Notwithstanding, Lady Lucie was almost guilty of pushing 
before Lady Bell, and hiding her with Lady Lucie's hoop,' 
to screen the little girl frK)m the blighting regards of ** Old 
Queensbury." 

It was all yery well that Lady Bell's dihut should be 
mentioned at White's in the middle of such topics as this 
year's Newmarket, or that game of faroe, by some of those 
sleepy-eyed, grandly courteous, shockingly wicked, men7 rem- 
nants of the old lady's generation. Such notice need not 
hurt Lady Bell — nay, it was in the course of her promotion, 
and was greater luck than might be expected for her ; but 
that the simple child after all, in spite of her bringing up 
in the centre of the tainted, tangled great world, should be 
exposed to deadly danger by actual contact with the chiefs 
of debauchery, was more than Lady Lucie bargained for. 

It would have been a hideous world in high places if such 
figures as those of Lucy Harrington and the Duke of 
Queensbuiy had been the sole company on the stage. 
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But the round, ruddy- faced king, in his prime, whose 
hosieliness, viewed even by his splendid courtiers* eyes, was 
then held the model of royal affability, who smiled honestly 
on Lady Bell, with her poor fluttering heart in her mouth, 
in the aug^t presence of such a star and blue riband, was, to 
his everlasting honour, a model of virtue in that genera- 
tion. 

**What! what!" the king questioned, **Penruddock? 
Etheredge? Then the young lady is not a granddaughter 
of my Lady Lucie ? As for Etheredge, can any one tell mo 
why I have not heard the name before?" his Majesty asked, 
having forgotten the earldom which had become extinct, 
though he never forgot a face. 

A model of virtue, also, in her formaliiy and starch, with 
her fixed ideas qf what was due to a queen, even as her 
George would be a king, stood little plain-featured Queen 
Charlotte, with her plainness still redeemed by the freshness 
of comparative youth, in addition to the indomitable queen- 
liness which age and trials failed to subdue. 

The queen commended the modesty of Lady Bell's dreto 
and demeanour in a few pointed words, reverentially received 
by Lady Bell's guardian, and took further advantage of the 
brief conversation to throw out some valuable hints on 
constant industry, with '* early to bed and early. to rise" as 
the routine calculated to preserve Lady Bell's manners, 
morals, and health. 

There were other good couples more gracefully drawn and 
tenderly tinted than the royal couple at the drawing-room, 
though Lady BeU, dazzled and enchanted by the first childish 
contact with royalty, could not see any pair equal to the 
king and queen. 

It is reserved for those who gaze wistfully back througli 
the mists of years, and by the commentary of long-told 
histories, to dwell with a sense of rei&eshment, whether 
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pensive or cheerful, on heroeB and lieroinee a shade hmnhler 
in rank. 

There were faithfol pairs, like young Lord and Lady 
Tavistock, whose attachment was so fond, that when he was 
killed in stag hunting, she died of grief within the year ; or 
like Lord and Lady Carlisle, who, after trouble, parting, 
banishment, with manly facing of hardship and danger, came 
together again, and lived happily for ever afterwards, because, 
in spite of his folly in losing his ten thousand pounds at one 
sitting at cards, he was still true at heart to honour, home, 
wife, and children. 

There were worthy elderly folk, such as that Duke and 
Duchess of Bichmond, the father and mother of many children, 
who remained so content with each other, that busybodies of 
letter-writers were driven to chronicle how he would sit the 
entire evening an unheard-of ducal Darby by his Joan, who 
was faii*er in her matronly peace and bounty than the fairest 
of her famously beautiful daughters. 

There was still a large share of nature's nobility, of re- 
verence, purity, constancy, and all kindly and sweet domestic 
charities in some of these men and women, who have long 
gone home and taken their wages, else it would be worse for 
the England of this day. 

Lady Lucie was no sibyl to read the fortunes of the com- 
pany to Lady Bell, gaping lightly and genteelly with wonder. 
For that matter, Lady Bell was so fuU of the present that 
she did not want the futiire to enlighten her. But, if Lady 
Lucie had been inspired, she might have shuddered at some 
figures like wandering ghosts, that passed in succession 
before her and Lady Bell. One was that of a young man, 
with a furtive glance of the eyes looking out of his sallow 
face from beneath his long chestnut hair. That was Lord 
George Gk)rdon, then the puppet of his witty sister-in-law, 
but at last to die in Newgate^ 



AN OLD queen's DRAWING-ROOM. Q 

Lady Lucie and Lady Bell made the most of the drawing- 
room after they had kissed hands, shown themselves, and 
looked at their neighbours. They exchanged a good deal of 
gossip with their friends on the war which was threatening, 
on any remote chance that existed of Lady Bell's being 
named an honorary housekeeper of one of the palaces, or a 
seamstress of the queen, in right of the young lady's poverty 
and noble birth. 

The ladies discussed what assemblies were in prospect, 
what marriages were in the wind, what caudle cups had been 
tasted, what lyings-in-state had been witnessed, what meet- 
ing had taken place at Chalk Farm that very morning, with 
one of the combatants run through the body. 

Then the two streamed out with the rest of the world, and 
employed their chairs and their dresses still farther on a 
round of visits. Withal, home was reached in time for an 
early dinner and a little well-earned repose before the even- 
ing company, with the card-table, and Lady Bell at the 
spinnet plajdng, with the utmost pride and care amidst the 
attention and applause of her audience, the lessons which 
Lady Lucie had acquired from Mr. HandeL 
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CHAPTER n. 

ST. BEYIS'S AND 8QT7IBE GODWIN. 

T17ITHIN tliree montlis fix)m the date of the drawing-room, 
Lady Lucie Penruddock was dead and buried. Her 
dowager's allowance had lapsed to the Squire Penruddock 
of the day. The sale of the furniture in her lodging had 
done little more than pay the expenses of its late owner's 
funeral. Lady Bell Etheredge, the one orphan child of an 
earl who had so squandered his estate in his lifetime, that it 
seemed rather proper and convenient that his title had died 
with him, was left destitute. Her sole inheritance consisted 
of her suit of mourning, with her other suits, and a little sum 
of pocket-money, sufficient to cany her down to Warwick- 
shire to the keeping of her mother's unmanied brother and 
sister, Squire Godwin and Mrs. Die Godwin, of St. Bo^-is's. 

The journey was made by posting under the escort of a 
maid and a man, appointed to see Lady Bell safe, by some 
friend of Lady Lucie's, who took so much interest in the girl, 
for her grand- aunt's sake. It was travelling away fi\)m the 
civilised world to Lady Bell, and it was travelling which 
lasted for several days, and was half-killing in the mingle<l 
grief and fatigue that attended on it. 

Lady Bell reached St. Bevis's early on a dark, wot October 
evening. For so young a girl, she was sunk in depression 
and desolation ; since she liad bi^Mon farewell to all she had 
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known and loved. She had never seen her mother's kindred, 
for there had been a quarrel between them and her father 
soon after his marriage, while the particulars which Lady 
Lucie had let fall &om time to time, that seemed to make 
little impression then, but were painfully present to Lady 
Bell's mind now, were not reassuring. 

Lady Bell had tried for the lafit half-hour to catch a 
glimpse of the country round St. Bevis's through the steam- 
ing chaise windows. The fact was, that all the oountry was 
new to her, except what, in her ignorance, she had called 
country when she had gone out of town for a day's pleasure 
to Chelsea, or Hichmond, or Greenwich. But the most ardent 
admirer of the country, pure and simple, will admit that the 
close of a dismal day in the fall of the year, when the fields 
are bare, and the woods half stripped, is hardly a propitious 
season for a novice making her first acquaintance with the 
oountiy, even though she be not turning her back on the 
delights of youth, though the country inns at which she has 
lain have not been comfortless, though the roads are not 
quag^mires, and though her nerves are not shaken with fears 
of highwaymen. 

'^Lud, how horrid lonesome it d > be here," exclaimed the 
maid who sat inside with Lady B< U, while the man sat out- 
side with the driver. '' We shall see a man hanging in 
chains at the next cross roads, I come bound. It would give 
me the dumps in no time to be kept down here. However 
do oountiy bumpkins and their sweethearts make shift to 
exist in such a hole? In course, it is quite difierent with 
the gentlefolks, who can have their country houses full of 
company." The woman corrected herself, remembering, in 
time, Lady Bell's circumstances. 

Lady Bell could not find fault, for she caught herself echo 
ing the reflection in her own style as she pressed her white 
face against the glass, ** What can life be like here without 
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a court, or assemblies, or drums, or even shops — and we 
liaye not passed a waggon or pack-horses since we left the 
great road." 

At last the driver proceeded to draw up his horses, mud 
and mire to the fetlocks. There before Lady BeU rose a 
portion of a pillared facade, belonging to a great house that 
had never been completely built, and of which the fragments 
were only dimly illuminated by the light from within, con- 
fined to a few windows, and by a lamp swinging over the 
entrance -door. The whole building had a cheerless and 
spectral air to Lady Bell. There was no want of life in it, 
however, such as it was. A troop of men, most of them 
in stable-boy's jackets or country frocks, one or two in tar- 
nished livery, rushed out at the sound of wheels to hail 
the chaise, and shout for news before the travellers had time 
to alight. "Any word of the Foxlow races, driver, before 
you started?" *'Were Nimble Dick's dying speech and 
confession come out?" 

** Shut your pipes, you rude rascals ; it is the young lady, 
the squire's niece," protested a more civilised voice than those 
of the others ; while a bloated, pursy man in slovenly black, 
who might be either butler or chaplain to Squire Godwin, 
stepped forward, opened the door, and helped the cramped, 
shivering girl out, amidst a slight cessation of the rough 
clamour. " Your servant, Lady Bell Etheredge ; follow me." 

He conducted her into a dreary unfurnished hall on a vast 
scale, paused a moment, laid a flabby finger on his forehead, 
scratched his head under his wig, spoke to himself, but yet as 
it sounded in confidence to Lady BeU. " Curse me if I know 
where I had better take her first. Mrs. Die is not to be seen 
at this hour, or it will be the worse for the person who sees 
her. Mrs. £itty won't leave Mrs. Die's room to do the 
honours ; I think I had better take his niece to the squire 
himself, though we do interrupt his game/' 



/ 
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They proceeded up a spaciouB staircase with the walls in a 
grimy edition of the original whitewash, — oak balustrades, 
but the space between filled with hempen rope, and the wide 
steps as innocent of the application of water as ever were the 
steps of stairs in any Hotel de Polignac of Paris, or Btrozsi 
House of Florence. They trarersed gusty unmatted corridors 
until they reached a room which bore some traces of habit* 
ableness and use. 

It was a moderately sized room, panelled and hung with 
portraits, as Lady Bell saw when her usher threw open the 
door after he had knocked. It was supplied with a caxpet, 
table, and chairs, and had a fire blazing behind the dogs. 
Two gentlemen were in the room, sitting at ^e table engaged 
at cards, with wax candles, bottles and glasses «t their 
elbows. The one who faced Lady Bell as she ente^«d was a 
fao- Anile of her conductor, except that the last was shaggier 
and dirtier, but not so bloated and pursy as his fellow. He 
looked up on the interruption, and, turning his head a little, 
so that his side-face could not be seen by his companion at 
table, winked wamingly to the new comers. The other man, 
whose back was to Lady Bell, wore a yelret coat and had his 
hair in powder. He grumbled resentfully before he looked 
round. '' What the plague do you mean by bringing any 
one here at this hour, Sneyd?" 

'^ It is your niece. Lady Bell Etheredge, squire. I thought 
you would like to see her at once, as Mrs. Die is not to be 
disturbed after supper," answered the squire's butler, as if 
he were delivering a careftdly considered speech. 

The squire with a little "humph!" possibly meant to be 
inaudible, got up and turned round. '* My dear niece, I beg 
to welcome you to St. Bevis's," he said, in a voice cultivated 
and agreeable in spite of its slight hoarseness. He took 
Lady BeU by the hand, saluted her, sat down opposite to her 
and looked at hor, giving her the opportunity of glancing 
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with a gleam of hopefulness at him. He was a handsome, 
nay, an elegant man in middle life, though his face was 
haggard with hard living and devouring anxieiy. Notwith- 
standing the evident dilapidation of his house and the dis- 
order of his household, his dress was costly and fashionable, 
— ^in every particular that of a well-endowed gentleman some- 
what foppish for his years. His spotless ruffles were of 
Mechlin, the ring on his finger was worth many diamonds, 
and as it was a delicately cut antique, it required the taste of 
a scholarly fine gentleman to appreciate it. 

Lady Bell experienced a feeling of relief. In Mr. GK>dwin's 
presence she was restored to the element in which she had 
been reared. From her first dismal glimpse of her future 
home she did not know what churlish boor she had expected 
her uncle to be. 

Unfortunately, that feeling of relief came too late to Ibe of 
service to Lady Bell. K she had known it, her first inter- 
view with her uncle had been critical, and one moment had 
rendered it a failure. He was a man liable to excessive 
partialities or aversions where women were concerned. Had 
Lady Bell caught his fancy at first, and struck him as having 
the making of a charming young woman, though he might 
have borne a grudge at her father's memory and been annoyed 
at her becoming dependent on him, he might also have felt 
pride in her, and been as kind an uncle as circumstances and 
character would have permitted. He might have gone so far 
as to make a pet of her, and thus have had a strange thread 
of gentleness introduced into the web of his life. How far 
the result would have been to Lady Bell's eidvantage is a 
different matter. 

As it was, Squire Gk>dwin saw Lady Bell first in her 
tumbled habit and bent hat, her face blue with cold, her eyes 
red with crying, her mouth relaxed with fasting, Lady Lucie's 
excellent lessons as to holding herself up, walking and sitting, 
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for the moment forgotten. Mr. Godwin set down Lady Be^l, 
without hesitation, as a plain, unformed, weak-minded girl, 
of whose breeding Lady Lucie had made a mess, whose title 
sounded still more incongruously than poverty alone could 
* hare made it sound, who would be nothing save ** an infernal 
plague " to him who had plagues enough without her. And 
Squire Godwin was a man who rarely departed from a con- 
clusion. 

The next words which her uncle addressed to Lady Bell 
were spoken with courtesy in their reserve, but they fell on 
her spirits, now beginning to rise, like so many bolts of ice. 

** Sneyd will see that you get some refreshment before you 
retire for the night. You will meet Mrs. Die, and be put 
imder her charge in the morning. Let me wish you a veiy 
good night. Lady Bell." 

Down, fathoms down, went the dismayed girlish heart ; 
but, for as lightly as her uncle esteemed her breeding, then 
and thenceforth. Lady Bell walked out of the room, mar- 
shalled by ^eyd, with a more erect head and firmer step 
than those with which sh^ had entered it. She did not salt 
the spiced beef, home-made bread, and mulled white wine 
with which Sneyd sought to regale her, with the tears which 
were ready to choke her. She responded loftily to his good- 
humoured attempts at entertaining her, so that he pro- 
nounced her in his mind " a chip of the old block," as proud 
and passionate as fire, like Mrs. Die herself — ^but trust her to 
be broken in by Mrs. Die and Mrs. Kitty together, the x>oor 
young my -lady ! 

Even after Lady Bell had been conducted to the dark, chill 
closet — all that there was for her room — ^which looked out on 
an unfinished wing of the house, where owls roosted and cats 
scrambled and miauled, she would not have given way 
before herself, so great was the mistake of Mr. Gt)dwin that 
Lady Lucie's instructions had not sunk into her grand 
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niece's heart, had it not been for a physical, certainly not in 
itself heroic shrinking from darkness, and apprehension at 
the idea of ghosts — ^like that of Cock Lane— which caused 
Lady Bell at last to lay aside her youthful dignity, as Louis 
le Grand laid aside his wig, from between closed curtains,' 
and to break down and sob herself to sleep, with the bed- 
clothes drawn tightly oyer her head. 



CHAPTER HL 

lots. KITTT. 

n^£[E sound sleep of youth did much for Lady BelL She 
awoke, comforted and refreshed, in her closet, — ^furnished, 
Spartan-like, with checked linen and hard wood, the window 
looking across at the turrets crumbling down before they had 
been all built, with yawning slits for their windows and 
rotting boards between the different leyels, which might 
have accommodated a score of robbers as well as owls and 
cats. 

She was sad, but no longer in despair ; she even felt in- 
quisitiye as well as hungry, and disposed to venture on a 
Toyage of discoyeiy in search of her aunt's parlour and 
breakfast. 

Sneyd, the butler, in his unencouraged essays at conyersa- 
tion the night before, had made Lady Bell acquainted with 
the habits of the family. The squire was never down in the 
morning till it was late, when he was at home, and that was 
but seldom, as he attended all the races. Lady Bell need not 
fear to stimible on her uncle, and be frozen to stone by his 
distant greeting. Neither did Mrs. Die show faoe at an early 
hour, according to Sneyd ; she lay a-bed half the day always, 
the whole day often. 

Indeed it appeared as if Sneyd's caution against early 
rising, the reverse of the rule which the old fine lady, Lady 
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Lucie, had imposed, was to be illustrated by the practice 
of the whole household, including Sneyd himself. Lady 
Bell wandered doubtfully about the staircase — vast to her 
after her grand-aunt's London lodging, and with its weather- 
stains and cobwebs more conspicuous by broad daylight — and 
about the wide corridors. She peeped into half-open doors 
of what seemed always empty rooms. She was startled by 
the striking of the dock over the entrance-door, and scared 
by the growling of a dog, but she did not meet a living 
creature. The fact was that sueh servants as were astir were 
in the stables and cow-houBe. 

At last a stout, red-cheeked country girl, in the extremity 
of rusticity to the town-bred eyes of Lady Bell, accustomed 
to a trim waiting- woman, instead of to a girl in a jacket, 
woollen apron, heavy frilled cap, and clamping clogs, stood 
arrested in the stranger's way. 

The country g^l bobbed curtseys, and stared with round 
eyes, which had more admiration in them than the squire's 
eyes had been able to hold, at the other girl, — ^lily-faced, in 
a black tabby gown, black gloves, black silk stockings with 
clocks, the dress finished off by black shoes with high heelS) 
a white apron and neckerchief, and a little white cap of her 
own poised on the top of the dark curls. She was taken 
altogether aback when Lady Bell asked the direction of Mrs. 
Die's parlour. 

Sukey speedily recovered herself, and showed Lady Bell 
into a low-roofed room belonging to the older part of the 
house, which, like the squire's room, was so far prepared for 
occupants, that it was matted, Aimished with rush-bottomed 
chairs, had a table laid for breakfast, and a fire, lately 
kindled, smoking in the grate. But, except that there were 
both antique china and plate — ^alike so valuable that they 
were heir-looms — on the breakfast-table, this was all that 
could be said for Mrs. Die's parlour. 
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There was not a single article implying work, study, re- 
creation, or gentle aooomplishments. There was not only none 
of the prints, medallions, and cabinets of curiosities to which 
Lady Bell had been accustomed as the approved ornaments 
of gentlewomen's parlours, there was neither harpsichord nor 
spinnet, tambour-frame, nor even wheel, nor book, — ^French 
or English, — ^not so much as a cookery-book with recipes 
written in a fine Italian hand, nor inkstand, nor bird's cage, 
nor flower-pot. 

The high square windows, to look from which compelled 
Lady Bell to stand on her tiptoes, commanded what had once 
been a garden-court, but it was now a veritable wilderness 
of rank vegetation and rotting weeds. 

Lady Bell was too thankful to turn from the prospect to 
await an approaching footstep, and to find that it belonged 
to a respectable-looking middle-aged woman, Lady Bell 
thought a superior upper servant, possibly the wife of Sneyd 
the butler, undoubtedly the housekeeper in her own person, 
as she carried a bunch of keys. 

The new-comer's well-preserved quilted gown was pro- 
tected from soil and stain by an ample apron and cufib. Her 
head in its morning cap was farther fenced from the keenness 
of the air, and from draughts by a hood hanging round her 
shoulders. *' Qtx>d morning to you. Lady Bell ; you arrived 
after supper, I hear, and you have not let the grass grow on 
jour steps this morning. But your bread and milk is not 
ready yet; you must wait till your betters be served. I 
have Mrs. Die's chocolate to send up." 

Lady Bell was offended by this speech. It was not 
exactly unfriendly, but it was brusque, with more than a 
suspicion of carping in the tone, and it was spoken with 
much of the coolness and freedom of an equal. 

Lady Bell was not naturally proud and passionate. Mr. 
Bneyd had misread the girl's heart, ready to burst at hex 
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cold reception. She had been docile and affectionate to Lady 
Lucie — a strict disciplinarian like most old ladies of her 
regime. 

Lady Bell had no more than the generous spirit which 
every true and uncrushed young nature asserts. But she 
had been brought up rigidly in this as in some other articles 
of faith, that it was her duty as a young lady of quality in 
the state of life to which she was called, both for her own 
sake and that of her neighbours, to keep servants in their 
proper place, and, while behaving to them with considera- 
tion, and if possible with affability, to be quick to check in 
them all encroachment and usurpation. 

•When young ladies of fourteen adhere to precedents, they 
are not apt to make exceptions to the rule, and it is a very 
wonderf^ young lady who does not blunder even in carrying 
out instructions. 

Lady Bell, if she had been shrewd beyond her years and 
knowledge of the world, might have suspected that there 
was something anomalous in the presence of so superior an 
upper servant in a house like Squire Godwin's. Lady Bell 
might even have been observant enough to detect that Mrs. 
Kitty's accent on the whole was that of an educated woman 
habitually in better society than even an upper servant could 
then boast. But Lady Bell did not pause to make these 
deductions. 

*^ I shall want my bread and milk in future as soon as I 
come down; be so g^od as to see to it," she commanded 
with great dignity. 

Mrs. Kitty stopped in preparing to heat a cup of chocolate 
in a chaffng dish, and gave a sharp glance at Lady Bell, as 
much as to say, *' You have soon begun, you mean to take 
the upper hand of me. Lady Bell, but you must have my 
oonsent first. I should just think I have more to do here 
than you." 
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Mrs. Kitty replied aloud with deliberation, ''You shall 
have your bread and milk when it is ready for you, and that 
ifl when I am ready to serve it ; for I don*t choose that a 
slut like Sukey shall meddle with my spooney or bowls, or 
napkins; in fact, with aught save pewter- ware and kitchen 
towelling. If you choose to eat your breakfast with such 
help, Lady Bell, eat it then and welcome." 

It may be recorded here, that Mrs. Kitty wronged Lady 
Bell by a common process of wrong. Mrs. Kitty supposed 
that all which could be understood of the miserable mystery 
of her relations with St. Bevis's, was known to the girl Lady 
Bell, through Lady Lucie Penruddock, as well as it was 
known to Mrs. Kitty herself, and that Lady Bell must have 
come forewarned not to interfere with Mrs. Kitty. 

For it was as Mrs. Kitty had said to herself, she had more 
to do with St. Bevis's than the child of a daughter of the 
house, who had married and left it never to return. Mrs. 
Kitty had been bom at St. Bevis's as Lady Bell's mother 
and Mrs. Die had been bom. Mrs. Kitty had never quitted 
St. Bevis's, t/hough her position had not been, and could not 
\^ recognised; and, in lieu of such recognition, she had 
slipped into the place of an all-]>owerfal, almost irresponsible 
servant, to whom the squire never spoke, but to whom he 
hardly ever dictated. 

It was not wise or well to affit)nt Mrs. Kitty, only, as it 
happened, Lady Bell had been left ignorant. 

Lady Bell and Mrs. Kitty sat and exchanged silent hos- 
tilities over Lady BeU's basin of bread and milk, and Mrs. 
Kitty's basin of coffee and plate of bacon. 

Lady Bell made a more minute inspection of Mrs. Kitty 
in her tidy and substantial dress. She was a square, solidly 
built, comely woman, with a short neck, large cheeks, low 
forehead, almost concealed by her head-gear, and with small 
twinkling eyes. 
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Mrs. Blitty took no further notice of Lady Bell, since Mrs. 
Kitty's cunning "qras the cunning of power. 

Lady Bell declined to condone the housekeeper's offence, 
so far as to take the initiative in commencing a oonyersation, 
notwithstanding that her tongue ached to be wagging, and 
her nature craved some kind of sjrmpathy. But Lady Bell 
would wait till she saw Mrs. Die ; it could not be long till 
that great event took place. This trust was summarily dis- 
posed of. - 

** Since you have brought no maid with you that I have 
heard tell of, Lady Bell," stated Mrs. Kitty, with covert but 
evident depreciation, ** you had as lief see to your own im- 
packing," she suggested nonchalantly. ''The fool of a 
woman who came with you is gone back with the man and 
the chaise. Bless us ! what a fuss and cost," protested Mrs. 
Kitty scornfully, " as if our pockets were lined with silver 
pennies, when the stage-coach comes once a week as nigh as 
within six miles, and the cross road is none so bad for a seat 
on a pillion. I had best tell you at once, that I can't lend 
you a hand with your unpacking, neither can I let you have 
one of the g^ls. There is a deal to do in this house, aiyd 
few enough to do it, if beds are to be made, and meals 
cooked, not to say floors scrubbed, and clothes scoured. We 
want no additional peck of troubles— of that I can assure 
you." 

"I did not suppose anybody wanted troubles," corrected 
Lady Bell, a little impertinently. 

" You mayn't have seen so fine a place before," continued 
Mrs. Kitty, looking Lady Bell hard in the face, "or such a 
heap of servants ; but the last is mostly for the horses and 
dogs which the squire keeps to race and run with. The 
family coach is not out once in three months, so you had as 
well not pine for an airing ; and you had need to walk pr«** 
cious seldom, if anybody is to be spared to walk with you.'* 
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Mrs. Kitty now folt slie had gone some way in distai^oing 
and discomfiting an interloper like Lady Bell. 

Lady Bell clung to her single refuge ; she did not attempt 
to put down Mrs. Kitty this time ; she took no further notice 
of her challenge, she only asked — 

*' When am I to be taken to my aunt, Mrs. Die ?" 

*' When she sends for you, Lady Bell ; and that may not 
"he to-day nor to-morrow neither." 

At the yery moment that Mrs. Kitty ended the door opened, 
and Mrs. Die gave a flat contradiction to her subordinate's 
words by walking into the room. 



CHAPTER IV. 

MRS. DIE Aim THB QUA&TEB 8ES0IOirft 

"ITBS. DIE was a tall, gaunt, scarecrow of a woman with 
wild black eyes which looked immense in size, and 
gleamed like coals of fire in their hollow sockets. Her face, 
which in youth had been handsome — ^the Godwins had been 
a handsome family — ^was become the typical face of Queen 
Elizabeth,— of an old Jewess,— or of a witch before her time. 
Her dress was an open gown and petticoat of Indian cotton, 
the pattern representing huge birds of every hue. Her 
grizzled hair was drawn tightly back from her dark bony 
face, and rolled over its cushions behind and before, while it 
was crowned by such an out-of-date fly cap as Lady Bell had 
never seen. 

" Gk)od heavens ! Mrs. Die, what are you doing here at 
this time of the day?" demanded Mrs. Kitty, with a direct- 
ness and energy which, while Lady Bell could not explain 
the tone, served as a slight salve to her own sore pride, — 
'' you'll have the spasms or a swoon before you are an hour 
older." 

" Never mind, Kitty," declared Mrs. Die in a high harsh 
key, "I've business before me to-day. So this is Bell 
Etheridge," she broke off abruptly, and, as if it were only at 
that moment that she remembered and observed her niece, — 
** never mind paying your duty to me, child," as Lady Bell 
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was ▼enturing to approach her. "What a shabby little 
• body it is, and how we've fallen off for certain ! " she said in 
a loud voice, aside to Mrs. Kitty, and then she went on, 
turning to Lady Bell again, while Mrs. Die stood like a man 
with her feet apart, and her back to the fire, toasting her 
hands held behind her to the warmth. " What do you think 
that we're to make of you, girl, eh ? Do you know that 
you've come to a ruined house ? 8t. Bevis's has stood half 
built for fivo-and-thirty years, since my father's time ; it will 
never be finished now, but will serve as a monument of pride 
and vanity, drinking and dicing. My brother, your uncle, 
owes ^fty thousand pounds of gambling debts, which only 
lie over because you can take no more than the skin from the 
cat, and so long as the cat lives, he may win a race, or a 
match with the cocks, or a game of hazard occ€»ionally, to 
pay off an instcdment of his debt and his servants' wages. 
That's how we live; but there were four executions in the 
house last year, which have stripped us pretty bare, as even 
your baby eyes may tell you. We are more utterly at the dogs 
than your father the earl was, and he left you a beggar." 

"I wish I had never come to beg from you, Aunt Dio," 
protested Lady Bell, unable to restrain a sob, while she 
covered her face with her trembling hands and shrank back 
and down as if she had received a blow. The instinctive cry 
and action softened her fierce examiner a little. 

"It is better you should learn the worst at once, Bell 
Etheredge," Mrs. Die continued more gently ; "I did not 
say that you could help it ; I think none of us can help any- 
thing in our miserable lives. What are you to make of 
yourself here ? " 

** I'll not be in your way," asserted Lady Bell in her 
youthful desperation. "I'll not eat grudged bits, which 
you do not have to give. I did not know that Uncle Godwin 
was ruined, or that you would hate the sight of me. I'll go 
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elsewhere. Oli ! why did you let the chaise go back without 
me?" 

** "What a prodigious fool you are, sure," exclaimed Mrs. 
Die contemptuously, ** as if I had hate to spare for a child 
like you ; I have more to do with my hate, and where would 
you run to ? Don't you know since the old dragon. Lady 
Lucie, who might have found you an establishment if she 
had reaUy had the liking which she professed for you ^" 

"Lt^y Lucie was my dearest, best friend," interrupted 
Lady Bell passionately. 

** Who has died and done nothing for you, any more than 
for her pug, if she had one," went on Mrs. Die in cool deri- 
sion ; ''so that we are all in the same boat, whether we like 
it or not, and must sink or swim together. There, g^l, go 
work at your ruffles, or some other of your fiddle-faddle ac- 
quirements, to pass the time till some change offer. You are 
young yet ; perhaps a change will come to you. As for me, 
I am sick of the discussion. I have more in my head. Kitty, 
he was seen again last night — you need not deny it." She 
turned to Mrs. Kitty with an appeal which was almost a 
threat. 

Mrs. Kitty, however surprised by Mrs. Die's unusual 
appearance, was improving the time in washing »ip the 
breakfast china, having brought out froin a cupboard a little 
hand-tub for the purpose. The prosaic proceeding was oddly 
at variance with all that was extraordinary and violent in 
Mrs. Die's looks and conversation. 

"I warrant he's staying at the Cross Whips,'* admitted 
Mrs. Kitty, with evident imwillingness ; *' but he may be 
there without seeking to get at you." 

** That's a credible story, seeing what St. Bevis's did for 
him, as if hell on earth could attract a man." Mrs. Die re- 
jected the suggestion, her great eyes blazing with fire and 
scorn. ** I tell you what, Kitty, I'm going to ride over to 
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ike quarter sessions again, to show him up, and to force that 
hypocrite of a cousin of his, who could not save his own 
kinsman, and don't care that I am left to suffer from his 
base degradation, to bind over Cholmondely to keep the 
peace, and to cease to persecute me," she ended, with a 
terrible intensity of aversion and disgust in her calmness. 

** Inform the squire — ^take counsel with him," advised Mrs. 
Kitty doubtfully. 

** Never ! " screamed Mrs. Die, clapping her hands together. 
** What ! to be twitted by him with the past ? to be reminded 
that he did it ? that a fine Lon'on gentleman like my brother 
is a fiend incarnate compared to a poor sold and sunk sot ? 
I'U take it into my own hands. I'll ride over to the quarter 
sessions this very day, and, what's more, I'll carry this midge 
of a niece, Bell Etheredge, with me, to give her a little 
lesson in men and manners." 

" You'll let me go with you also, after you have changed 
your dress, and got on your habit ?" 

Mrs. Kitty addressed her mistress soothingly. 

" Well, yes, I suppose I may want you," granted Mrs. Die, 
calming down, and considering. ** Come, find my toggery, 
Kitty, and put it on ; and you, miss — ^Lady Bell, whatever 
they call you — ^make ready, and I'll be better than my word," 
she grinned, ironically. **I'll be extreme kind, a doting 
aunt, taking you junketing, and showing you life, on your 
very first day too." 

Lady Bell, overlooked and forgotten, had stood aside 
during the late colloquy. In the girl's eyes she had ob- 
tained proof positive that her aunt, Mrs. Die, was not only 
as wild but as mad as any inmate of Bedlam. Was it not 
sufficient that the wretched woman, older than Lady Bell's 
mother would have been had she been alive, believed that 
she was the object of an unscrupulous passion ? 

Doubtless, Mrs. Kitty made a fbint of agreeing with Idxs. 
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Die, to flatter and coax>Jier, as mad people, who were not 
locked up and chained, were coaxed. 

'' For certain, Mrs. Die looks as old and as horrid as the 
hills," reflected Lady Bell hastily, *'with those sticking out 
bones and ploughed furrows in her cheeks. She must be 
many a long day past love and loyers. But I must humour 
her too," she considered anxiously, ** lest she should conceive 
a fresh access of ill-will — ^I think she was minded to let me 
alone after the attack, — and seek to poison or throttle me. 
Mrs. Kitty will never permit that," she decided, in great 
trepidation, "though I've annoyed her; but she is in her 
^nses, and looks to be Mrs. Die's keeper. My uncle could 
not know me in bodily peril, and sit and lean back in his 
chair, and look into the air above my head." 

Thrilling with this new, outrageous apprehension, which, 
yet in its panic, served to divert the yoimg mind from its 
desolation. Lady Bell did Mrs. Die's bidding with the utmost 
dispatch, put on her hat and habit, and hurried back to the 
parlour. 

Mrs. Die, in her hat and habit, was not so crazy looking, 
and was more like a lady of birth and breeding, than she 
had been in her morning gown. She directed the horses — 
there was usually no lack of horses at St. Bevis's — ^to be 
brought to the door, and ascertained that Lady Bell was fit 
to guide the pony allotted to her, while Mrs. Kitty was 
mounted double behind a groom. 

'* Sneyd may come with us if he likes, and is not fright- 
ened for his master; or Ghreenwood may attend," Mrs. Die 
said condescendingly. 

"It is a mighty queer expedition, just like Mrs. Die," 
murmured the last — ^the chaplain who had come out imder 
the colonnade to see the party start ; " but I'll ride after you 
to see that justice is done, and for the sake of the young 
lady," he whispered to Mrs. Kitty. 

** If you don't come for the sake of the old one, I think 
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you had better let it alone, sir," Mn. Kitty rebuffed him 
shortly. 

It was a ride of an hour and a half for the party with 
half-a-dossen dogs at their heels^ to reach the country town 
where the quarter Bessions were held. Mrs. Die gare no 
sign of knowing anybody, either among the country people 
in great coats trudging to market, or the smarter towns- 
people loimging by the low-browed shops and tall brick 
houses, though countrymen and tradesmen, with their women* 
kind, saluted and turned to stare at the group. 

Mrs. Die rode straight with her friends to the coiirt-room 
door, and having alighted, walked in, and up to the table 
round which the gentlemen in drab, purple, and green coats, 
and muddy boots and tops, were sitting with their papers 
before them. 

A case of horse-stealing had just been disposed of, and a 
miserable man was being led out, marching along by the 
turnkeys, while his friends, in the shape of sullen men and 
weeping women, were pressing round him. 

Mrs. Die tapped on the table with her riding-whip. 

"I haye come to demand your protection, gentlemen," 
she said, with a raised voice, ''from a man, one William 
Cholmondely, who persecutes me with his addresses." 

One gentleman, in a coat of a precise cut, with a plain 
cravat and a severe cast of face above it, winced and reddened. 

The other men roused themselves, stuck their tongues in 
their cheeks, dug their, thumbs into their own or their 
neighbours' sides, and looked as if they expected something 
peculiarly interesting and enlivening, out of the course of 
regxdar business. 

One of the elder men present took snuff, and whisp^ red to 
his next neighbour that he remembered that woman as the 
handsomest jade in England. 

''Zounds! a lady shall not demand protection and be 
refused it, you may depend upon that, Mrs. Die," said a free- 
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and-easj, outspoken gentleman, who loved a row. "What 
does this rapscallion Cholmondely do to molest you?" 

"He waylays me and my housekeeper; he drops me letters 
continually ; he threatens to do both for me and himself, if 
I don't pay him money to stop his vile tongue and pen," 
answered Mrs. Die furiously. 

"Mrs. Die Godwin," interrupted the gentleman in the 
precise cut coat, speaking sternly, " permit me one question. 
Were you not at one time affianced to this William Chol- 
mondely?" 

" Yes ; I was promised to him in marriage twenty years 
or more ago," replied Mrs. Die disdainfully ; " before this 
girl, my niece, was bom;" and at the words, eye-glasses, 
which had already been roaming curiously over Lady Bell, 
were arrested and fixed upon her with keen criticism. 

"And was not the marriage broken off," Mrs. Die's an- 
tagonist continued indignantly, " because your brother, 
Squire Godwin, engaged Cholmondely in a sporting transac- 
tion (I shall not stop to say of what nature), the brunt of 
which, falling on this wretched fellow, not only stripped him 
of every acre and guinea he possessed, but blackened his 
reputation beyond redemption, compelled him to flee the 
country for a season, and reduced him to associate with the 
very dregs of society on his return ? Is not that a correct 
statement of facts, madam ?" 

" Perfectly correct, sir," assented Mrs. Die promptly, 
making him a superb curtsey. " But you have given no 
reason why the hound should lie in wait to yelp and snarl 
at me." 

The result of the complaint was that the quarter sessions 
granted Mrs. Die Godwin the protection which she claimed, 
binding over William Cholmondely, late of Thomhurst, to 
keep the peace under a penalty of one thousand pounds. 

Lady Bell's bewildered, BppaUed yoimg'eyes read a few 
lines of a strange page of life. 



CHAPTER V. 

AN IMPRISONED PBINOESS. 

rpHE family did not meet at dinner, the only meal at which 
■*■ they professed to gather, the day after Lady Bell came 
to St. Bevis's. But on the following day she had again an 
opportunity of seeing her uncle. She was summoned into 
the dining-room, where she had seen him on the evening of 
her arrival, in order to sit down to table with the rest. 

The Squire, standing near the foot of the table, made her 
a little mocking bow. '* May I flatter myself country air 

does not " he left the sentence unfinished as if he had 

forgotten her existence before he could conclude his speech. 
He began carving the meat in the middle of Mr. Green- 
wood's saying grace. '*The odds are upon Skyflyer," he 
observed presently in a low tone to the chaplain, and a little 
later in the meal he made an investigation of the same 
authority with regard to a certain horse-ball. He spoke to 
no one else, neither did Mrs. Die directly address her brother, 
though she kept growling audibly at him from her end of 
the table, like a dog that will give tongue and show its 
teeth, though it knows that the protest wiU pass unheeded, 
nay, that perhaps the protester will have punishment dealt 
to it for its pains. 

** Nothing but mutton and fowls, Kitty," exclaimed Mrs. 
Die ; ** we'll be at the boards themselves soon. No, I know 
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that you can't help it. Burgundy? Don't we wash our 
hands in Burgundy, it goes so fast, Sneyd ? Short of wet 
and dry fniits for kickshaws, and no more to be had from 
Cleveburgh till we've cleared our scores ; that will be long 
enough, not till after our tricks with stable-boys and gambling- 
house keepers beat cleverer knaves' tricks." 

That dinner was a fair sample of following dinners. 

Lady Bell lived on at St. Bovis's. She had no other re- 
source, and found that her fate, piteous as it was, did not 
prove so unbearable as she had feared. It is the experience 
of most of us, particularly at the plastic age of fourteen. 

The Squire, who had spent the gpreater part of his youth 
in London, though he had deserted the town or found it too 
hot for him, was hardly ever at home : Newmarket, Epsom, 
Ascot, races of local celebrity, local gaming clubs, and card 
matches, pretty much divided his time. On the occasions 
when he was at home, his treatment of Lady Bell was to 
ignore her presence. 

K a sister of Mr. Godwin's had happened to marry a 
spendthrift nobleman, and husband and wife had died, 
leaving a puny vapid girl, it was no fault of his, and he 
was not called upon to cumber himself with considerations 
regarding her welfare. 

Squire Godwin succeeded in impressing Lady Bell more 
deeply than all the fine gentlemen whom she had seen at her 
grand-aunt's, and in striking her with awe ; but she could 
not complain greatly of his overlooking her, since she, poor 
child, felt tempted to shrink out of his sight. 

Mrs. Die was a woman half crazy with wrongs, utterly 
wanting in principle and self-restraint, and using strong 
stimulants ; but, as she had said of her hate, she had too 
much to do brooding over her fate and fighting with her 
enemies, to trouble herself by tormenting Lady BeU. 

Mrs. Die let the girl alone for the most part, unless when 
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hep youth and opening prospects, unblighted, however slender, 
pierced her aunt with the sting of recollection. Even then 
Mrs. Die would content herself with a passing taunt at the 
girl's girlishness, untold fortunes, and imagined inspirations^ 
and forget all about her the next moment. 

Mrs. Kitty's smaller nature and comparative leisure from 
introspection and desperate schemes, left her more at liberty 
to cherish a g^dge and a jealousy, and to visit them con- 
tinually, like the dropping of water, on the head of a hap- 
less, defenceless victim. 

But Mrs. Kitty, too, had an eng^ssing interest and occu- 
pation, which was not snubbing Lady Bell. Mrs. Kitty had 
room in her narrow heart for a slavish devotion, the more 
ardent that it flowed in a single confined channel, and that 
devotion was at once lavished and concentrated on Mrs. Die. 

In the old days, when Mrs. Die had been a brilliant, ill- 
regulated, reckless girl, she had taken by storm the heart of 
the ungifled, branded dependant — ^reared and retained at St. 
Bevis's in the spirit of a coarse tolerance — ^by the heedless 
generosity which had overleaped the gulf between the girls, 
and had raised Mrs. Kitty to a convenient place in Mrs. Die's 
confidence and regard. 

Mrs. Kitty's hands were full not only with grasping tightly 
such reins of domestic government as were left at St. Bevis's, 
but with protecting Mrs. Die from herself and her neigh- 
bours, and cherishing the lost woman so far as she would 
suffer herself to be cherished. 

Notwithstanding there were puUings down in her airs for 
Lady Bell, which, as she grew accustomed to the process, did 
not hurt the girl much, only put her on her mettle and 
provoked her to undesirable pertness. 

There were little deprivations in what c omforts and luxu- 
ries of soft pillows, hot water, apples, nuts, prunes, were 
going at St. Bevis's — a piece of petty malice which might 
2* D 
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cause Lady Bell's jowag bones, blood, and appetite to crave 
and cry out, and her sense of fairness and Honour to smart, 
but which did not press hardly on a healthy girl already 
trained to some measure of self-denial, as such girls were 
commonly trained. A\Tiat was worse, there was the sedulous 
suspicious guarding of Lady Bell from ever coming near 
Mrs. Die in any moment of weakness or kindred kindness on 
Mrs. Die's part. Mrs. Kitty took care that there should not 
be the most distant danger of Lady Bell's stepping between 
them, and ousting Mrs. Kitty from the place which she 
prized so highly, that she fancied the whole world must prize 
it too, as the recipient of Mrs. Die's unhappy secrets. But 
Lady Bell did not covet the post which was thus denied her. 

This was the trifling amount of vengeance — even more 
trifling in sound than in reality — which, so far as it appeared, 
was all Mrs. Kitty chose to inflict on Lady Bell for coming 
to St. Bevis's at all, and after coming for taking it upon her 
to give orders to Mrs. Kitty as if she were a conmion servant 
— ^the servant of a minx like Lady Bell, poorer than Mr«. 
Kitty herself, and doomed to hang as another burden on the 
Godwins, making up the dead weight under which the house 
was tottering to its fall. 

Mr. Sneyd and Mr. Greenwood, the remaining authorities, 
with the exception of the bailiffs who were billetted at St. 
Bevis's every month or two, were good-natured scamps and 
vagabonds, each according to his cloth, who not uncharac- 
teristically experienced a lingering sentiment of shame, pity, 
and tenderness, of which their master was destitute, where 
the young girl. Lady Bell, was concerned. The butler and 
the chaplain did not resent, like Mrs. Kitty, Lady Bell's 
obstinately refusing to consent to any freedom of speech and 
bearing on their part. They even applauded her for it, 
crying, Curse them. Lady Bell was game. She was a proud, 
delicate-minded young lady, who deserved another fate, 
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which they would have procured for her, if it hud been in 
their power, and had not cost them too much. They did 
what they could. 

Mr. Greenwood and Mr. Sneyd conformed themselves, 
where Lady Bell was in question, to her notions of propriety, 
and flattered and won her to some friendly feeling towards 
them in their debasement, by the respect which they showed 
her and the trouble which they took to be of use to her. 

Mr. Greenwood offered Lady Bell humbly his valimble 
assistance in the practice of penmanship and the study of 
French fables, to which she set herself, in accordance with 
a promise to her dead friend, with a sort of dull childish 
fidelity to the letter, and with a hopeless doggedness of 
spirit. 

Mr. Sneyd exerted himself to ride out with Lady Bell. 
Nobody interfered with the men's performance of these good 
offices, which formed an agreeable, and a reclaiming element 
in the worthless tenor of their lives. 

At first St. Bevis's was horribly, heavily dull to Lady Bell ; 
for there were no visitors and no visits. The Squire did not 
bring company to St. Bevis's ; Mrs. Die had long retired 
from her world. The appeal to the quarter sessions remained 
for months the solitary episode which broke the dreary mono- 
tony of Lady Bell's life. 

But the oppression of dullness grew lightened by custom 
and in time, though not from Lady Bell's acquiring rapidly 
country tastes, not even after sloppy mid- winter had given 
place to the rosy-tipped buds of spring. 

Nature, though for the most part accessible to all, requires 
an introduction to her court, and a suit paid to her after 
the fashion of sovereigns, before she will bestow her re- 
wards. 

In Lady Bell's day, rude nature was at a discoui-t ; such 
nature as was sought after, praised, and worshipped, was 
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tricked-out, transformed, artificial nature. This was not the 
nature of the neglected, sodden fields, the waste lands, the 
hoTels of cottages, with their sometimes savagely ignorant 
and always uncared-for occupants, and the stony, rutted 
roads, like water-courses, all about St. Bevis's. 

Besides, youth when it has been town-bred, and if it haye 
not the instinctive passion for nature, does not, in the order 
of things — ^in the fantastic extravagance of its emotions and 
the lethargy of its weariness — ^have recourse to the last earthly 
ref^ige of well-balanced, wise old age. 

Lady Bell, as her past life faded like a dream^ — eo that 
London drawing-rooms, public gardens, royal birthdays. Lord 
Mayor's shows, satin and spangles, hautboys and French 
horns, became the merest far-away visions and echoes — 
adopted ingenious devices, not unlike those of a prisoner, to 
employ her energies and help her to spend her days. 

She not only wrote copies, conned French and read histr ly 
for Mr. Greenwood, she executed intricate feats of stitching 
and embroidery, with such materials as she could command, 
entirely for her own gratification. She had learned a little 
drawing, principally to enable her to trace patterns for her 
work, and she now accumulated patterns which would serve 
her for the " flowering " of ruffles and aprons till she was 
ninety-nine, if her eyes stood out. 

The closet where she slept, which was all that she could 
claim as a privileged place of resort and retirement, was not 
only the haunt peopled by innumerable girlish fancies, but 
she exercised her skill within its bounds, preserving her 
health of body and mind in finding there never-ending 
objects of interest and amusement. 

With a little childish make-believe, the closet was curiously 
and elaborately adorned for no other eyes than her own. The 
walls were covered with her patterns, the curtains were draped 
and looped according to her device. On the chimney-piece 
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were tinted fan-sticks, thread-papers, cock's feathers, imita- 
tion flowers. 

Her little bird which a farm-boy had caught for her, and 
her kitten which had strayed into the habitable part of the 
house from a colony among the nuns, were trained by her to 
form a happy family. 

Thus the solitary girl oooupied and entertained herself as 
an imprisoned princess might have sought to improTe and 
beguile the hours, not altogether unhappily, for Lady Bell 
was cleyer, her temper was naturally cheerful, and in youth 
the spirit is elastic, fit to rise again buoyantly after a blow, 
to build new castles in the air, and to remain uncrushed by 
mere neglect. 

Lady Bell had hot long time g^ven her to pursue her own 
course and the eyen tenor of her way at St. Bevis's. In the 
first spring of her stay, about six months after her arrival, 
the great man of the neighbourhood, Lord Thorold, ceme 
down to his place of Brooklands, on the eve of his marriage, 
accompanied by a large party, including his intended Jbride 
and her family, and feasted the public in his house and 
grounds, thrown open in honour of the occasion. 

Squire Gx)dwin chose to accept the invitation not only for 
himself, but for his household. Either he was unwilling to 
give way to the evil odour in which he was held, or he felt 
inclined to test it, or he desired to propitiate the magnate. 

Whatever the motive, the result was the same ; an order 
was issued which even Mrs. Die did not dispute, though she 
had not been in public save at the quarter sessions, not even 
so far as to hear Mr. Qreenwood preach in the little church 
close at hand, of which Squire Godwin was the patron, for 
these dozen years and more. The whole family at St. Bevis's 
were to grace Lord Thorold's wedding rejoicings. 



CHAPTEB VI. 

FBOM 80YLLA TO 0HABYBDI8. 

TT is an ill wind which blows nobody good," Lady Bell 
thought, rising with the alacrity of her years to join 
the pleasure-seekers. 

She ransacked her trunks, and went into high dress — ^the 
extremely high dress of Lady Lucie*s order and era. Once 
more Lady Bell put on a peach-blossom coloured paduasoy, a 
muslin neckerchief drawn through the straps of her white 
silk stays, and a Rubens hat above her powdered curls, 
and started abroad to flutter like her companion butter- 
flies in the sunshine and splendour of high life and its 
holiday. 

Mrs. Die, sitting opposite Lady Bell in the family coach, 
so seldom in use, was not so inappropriate in costume as in 
physiognomy. The fabric of ladies' gowns possessed in those 
days the advantage of lasting for generations ; country 
fashions were not expected to change above once or twice iu 
a lifetime. Mrs. Die's dead-leaf coloured cut velvet, her lace, 
and the few jewels which, as heirlooms of the Godwins, had 
not been confiscated, were not amiss for an unhappy, haunted 
lady of quality. 

Mrs. Kitty in her mode cloak and bonnet, and black satin 
muflF, formed a creditable waiting gentlewoman. 

But the group, however stared at and commented upon. 
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remained isolated and apart after they had entered the great 
gateway, and joined the rest of the Warwickshire world, high 
and low. 

The guests were meant to mix in the sports, and to pro- 
menade among the refreshment tents, and about the spaces 
allotted for games and dancing, and to sit on a green terrace 
listening to a band of music, and witnessing a little wedding- 
drama, ^' writ" for the occasion, in which the real bride and 
bridegroom, with a master of the ceremonies, and several 
xi3rinphs to serve as the indispensable chorus, were the actors. 

But Lady Bell wearied of the spectacle, and began to fret 
secretly at her strict spectatorsliip of the play, though the 
May weather was fine, and the scene in the gay young green 
of the season, and the lively colours of the holiday company, 
was very effective. 

After Lady Bell had decided hastily that the bride — a great 
fortune — however languishing and abounding in airs, and 
however bejewelled, was far behind the court ladies whom 
Lady Bell had seen ; that the bridegroom looked not quite 
sober at that moment ; that the company were in keeping 
with the king and queen of the feast, she ceased to mind 
them exclusively. 

She admired idly the red cloaks of the country girls, seen 
among the shrubbery like poppies in com. She turned to 
watch a fleet of swans on an artificial lake beyond the turf 
stage on which the chief show had been held. 

At last, neglected as Lady Bell was by Mrs. Die and Mrs. 
Kitty, who snarled and made their own observations, and for- 
gotten by Mr. Greenwood, wlio was with the Squire betting 
in the centre of a shooting-match, Lady Bell rashly ventured 
to stroll away from the others, trusting to find them where 
she had left them. She fancied she would like to inspect the 
swans more narrowly, to see if there were any of the silver 
pheasants of wliich she had heard, in the bushes, to look at, 
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and smoll at her leisure the fragrant flowering lilacs and 
thorns. 

Lady Boll was punished for hor enterprise. There was a 
mixed company at Brooklands that day, as there was wont to 
be at similar entertainments. Such gatherings were more 
dangerous even than public assemblies like riddotos or 
Eanelagh, because, in the latter case, the rules of admission 
placed a check on the guests. There a disguised highway- 
man, flush of money, might, if he were inclined for mild 
amusement, impose upon a master of the assembly, and dance 
cotillons and drink negus with honest folk ; but he must be in 
disguise, and act up to his character. Here a desperate 
penniless vagabond could intrude with the wild hope of 
mending his broken fortunes. Not only were simple boors 
from far and near, in their clean smocks and knots of ribbons, 
collected and regaled free from charge at Brooklands, but 
with them came disreputable hangers-on at the country 
houses and the wayside inns, servants out of place, discharged 
soldiers, scamps of every description, attracted by a day's 
rough junketing, and possible profit. 

Lady Bell learnt, in her painful experience, that a hand- 
some young lady of fifteen years of age, richly dressed, and 
separated from her party, was in perilous circumstances in 
such a scene. 

She had discerned that she had gone farther than she had 
intended in an unfrequented direction, and had turned to 
retrace her steps along a path between high hazel bushes, 
when a man, in a horseman's cloak, still worn off the stage, 
rounded a corner, and intercepted her by stopping short and 
standing directly in her way. 

Though to Lady Bell horsemen's cloaks were not uncommon 
accoutrements for travellers, and men whose changes of suit 
were not numerous, yet this gpreat, hideous, hide-all of a cloak 
:actly such a cloak as may be worn by the Stranger in 
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Kotzebne's drama, to this day — was attended with the result 
of investing its wearer with mystery. The air of that cloak 
alone sent a thrill through poor Lady Bell, while she had an 
instinctive consciousness that the riding-hoots seen beneath 
the doak were filthy and tattered. Above it, set in the 
unshorn Ishmaelite face over which the three-cornered hat was 
cocked, and which she had never seen before, were two 
bloodshot eyes, that in their tendency to leer, inspected her 
sharply. 

Lady Bell tried to pass without speaking, and when that 
was in vain, she assumed her grandest air, and said, with 
the tremor in her voice running through its imperative- 
ness — 

" Pray, sir, let me pass." 

** Not so fast, yoimg lady,'' replied the man in a thick 
harsh voice, but with the accent of a man of education ; ''I 
want speech with one of your sort — ^perhaps with you in 
particular. Ain't you young Lady Bell Etheredge ? " 

"And what if I be?" demanded Lady Bell, in doubt and 
dismay for the consequences of the admission, yet not seeing 
how she could avoid it, while she rued her folly bitterly. 

** A vast deal in my favour, if you be, my young lady," 
replied her challenger with a mock wave of his hand, and a 
flourish of his hat revealing the absence of a wig, " scratch " 
or ** bag," to hide the thin and almost white hair of a head 
which had been blanched betimes in the ways of vice. ** I 
wish you to tell me if Mrs. Die Gk>dwin has come here. I 
have the strongest and tenderest reasons for the inquiry," 
he protested, with a loud laugh. 

Then this was her aunt Die's terrible suitor, whom her 
Unde Gk>dwin had destroyed ? This was that Cholmondely 
who would not leave off seeking revenge, after the cruel 
kindness of the Gk>dwins had changed to hardly more cruel 
hatred, by flaunting his degradation in Mrs. Die's face, and 
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persecuting her with her old letters and loTe-tokens, and 
wringing money from the woman who detested and spiimed 
him? 

Lady Bell had heard that he had threatened to blow out 
either his own or his mistress's brains — ^it was a toss up 
which ; but as she would be only too glad to get rid of him, 
he rather thought the lady's brains would have the pre- 
ference. Perhaps he had a pistol beneath his cloak at this 
moment, and might begpji by practising his aim on Lady 
Bell. She gave a gasp before she delivered her answer — 
''When I quitted Mrs. Die she was sitting on the terrace 
with the main part of the company." 

**By heavens, that will not serve my purpose!" swore the 
man ; then he added, either by way of intimidation or because 
he was three-fourths desperate and dangerous, **I wonder 
how it would do to take you in her stead," and caught Lady 
Bell by the wrist. 

*' Unhand me, unhand me, sir !" cried Lady Bell, striving 
to free her hand, and when she did not succeed,- uttering a 
shrill scream before the man could clap his hand on her 
mouth. 

To Lady Bell's unbounded relief the scream brought a 
champion to her aid without a moment's delay. 

A gentleman, who must have been walking behind her, 
ran forward, shouting, "Leave alone the lady!" then, as a 
recognition ensued, he vociferated, "Be off with you. Will 
Cholmondely ; I have screened you as a fallen gentleman in 
distress, before now, but if it has come to this, that you are 
to fright and prey on ladies in public places, I'll have nothing 
more to say to you. I'll have you up to justice my- 
self." 

Cholmondely growled something half inaudibly of not de- 
signing the young lady any harm, of having as good a right 
to be there as any Bully Trevor, of Trevor Oouit, among 
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them. He slunk away, nevertheless, and left Lady Bell to 
her deliverer. 

This gentleman, so well met, ought to have heen long of 
wind as of leg, befitting the young prince oome to the rescue 
of the young princess. On the contrary, however, he was 
finding as much difficulty, though the impeding cause was 
' different, in recovering his breath as Lady Bell was finding 
in recovering hers. 

He was a stout, florid man of sixty, buU-necked, short if 
firm on the legs, and wearing the brown coat and scarlet 
vest, which in one style of man preceded the blue coat and 
yellow vest identified with American republicanism and 
Charles James Fox. He was not an altogether uncomely, 
elderly gentleman, but he was narrow-browed and heavy- 
jowled, and showed himself at once extremely choleric. Even 
while complying with the form of standing with his hat in 
his hand he was rating Lady Bell soundly for getting him 
out of breath and into collision with a scamp. 

''What were you doing at an affair of this sort all alone, 
ma'am ? Han't you been told of the villain Hackman shoot- 
ing Miss Rae at the door of Covent Garden Theatre ?" 

After he was a little mollified by the evident inexperience 
of the culprit, by the dewy freshness of the weeping eyes 
and the child-like pout of the qiiivering lips, he still scolded, 
though he extended his scolding, causing it to fall less 
heavily on the individual head. 

"Bless my soul, you're a very young lady; somebody ought 
to be taking charge of you. Whom do you belong to?" 

Lady Bell was affronted in the middle of her gratitude, for 
she was Lady Bell Etheredge— she was not likely to forget 
that, though she had suffered humiliation ; in fact, the more 
she was humbled the more she clung to the remembrance of 
how, until she had come to St. Bevis's, she had been treated 
with the respect due to her rank. 
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But she bethought herself that doubtless this imperious 
old gentleman had daughters of her age whom he was in the 
habit of hectoring over, that thus it was by a not unfriendly, 
fatherly forgetfulness he took her to task ; so, in place of 
letting herself grow indignant, she looked up in his face with 
a disarming confidingness in her dark eyes, and spoke out 
her thoughts frankly: "I daresay, sir, if I had been a* 
daughter of yours, I should not have been suffered to expose 
myself. But I am Lady Bell Etheredge, and as my father 
and mother and Lady Lucie Penruddock are all dead, I am 
staying with Squire Gt)dwin." 

She stopped there, as if that were sufficient explanation of 
her loneliness. 

The listener replied in a tone of curious mortification and 
irritation, as of a vain man petted to the sensitiveness of a 
girl on the oddest points. 

** A daughter of mine ! madam — ^my lady, I crave leave to 
tell you that I have not the honour to have a daughter, nor 
a son neither, for that matter, whether bantling or young 
lady or gentleman.'' He paused, with a shade of shame at 
the ridiculousness of his annoyance. "No matter, you are 
, Lady Bell Etheredge, and you are staying with Squire 
Gtxlwin,'' he repeated, settling and shaking his double chin 
dogmatically in his cravat ; '^ that is queer enough, since he 
is an old political ally of mine. It is business with him 
which brings me now to this part of the country, and I 
thought I should like to look in on Lord Thorold's peuiy in 
the by-going — the better for you. Lady Bell — the better for 
you, and we'll hope not the worse for me in the long-run," 
he told her emphatically. 

He went on again, as if pondering over and digesting her 
statement, not without an accent of satisfaction. " Your 
father the Earl, and your mother the Countess, are dead a 
number of years ago, I knew that, of course, and Lady Lucie 
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Penruddock — ^I think I have heard of her as a lady of repute 
and discretion. And so you have taken up your quarters — 
cold quarters, eh ? — at St. Bevia's." 

Lady Bell would have been not merely affironted, but 
mortally offended, by the freedom of the last words, had 
they not been spoken abstractedly, like the words of a man 
accustomed to lead an autocratic, solitaiy life, and to speak 
to himself for lack of a qualified audience. 

He wound up by stretching out his hand to take that of 
Lfiuiy Bell and by making the proposal — ** Come, Lady Bell, 
I shall lead you back to your guardians, and renew my ac- 
quaintance with Squire Gxwiwin.** 

Lady Bell submitted, and when she reached the spot 
where she had left her aunt, she found Mrs. Die with Mrs. 
Kitty in high dudgeon, declining so much as to g^ye an 
account of their stewardship to Mr. Greenwood, who was 
looking about in consternation for Lady Bell. 

As for Squire Godwin, he was lolling against a tree a little 
apart, his arms folded, his chin in the air, his eyes half 
closed ; if he had not been standing he might have been fast 
asleep. 

Lady Bell's companion, Mr. Trevor, of Trevor Court, 
stepped up to Mr. Godwin, and saluted him pointedly, "Your 
servant, sir. I hope youVe not forgotten me, since I have 
come to the neighbourhood on purpose to transact a piece of 
business with you, and I have brought back your niece, Lady 
Bell Etheredge, who has strayed and nearly come to g^ef in 
this crowd." 

" I am obliged to you, Mr. Trevor ; I remember you per- 
fectly." Mr. Godwin acknowledge both the man and the 
favour with the utmost suavity and the least interest. 

"It is about the purchase of that little comer of your 
Staffordshire property which is next to mine," explained 
Squire Trevor brusquely. "As for the service to Lady Bell," 
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he added in an undertone, looking after the girl while she 
withdrew to the other side of Mrs. Die and Mrs. Kitty, ** I 
make bold to hope I may establish a right to serve her be- 
fore we have done with our business, Squire Godwin.*' 

** With all my heart," responded Squire Godwin, with a 
bow of imperturbable aoquiesoenoe. 



CHAPTEB Vn. 

AN OLD squire's WOOISQ. 

OQUIEE TREVOR wanted a wife. He liad been long of 
setting about to supply the want ; be was the keener in 
bis search when be began it. His latent determination to 
exercise bis prerogative and marry like other men when- 
ever the fit took him, had been lately fanned into a flame by 
the supposed insolence of the heir-presumptive in counting 
prematurely on Squire Trevor, of Trevor Court, dying a 
bachelor. 

He had not thought of coming to St. Bevis's to find the 
wife whom he had in his mind, for he had only learnt acci- 
dentally from Lady Bell herself that there was a marriageable 
young lady at St. Bevis's. But stumbling, as he had chanced 
to stumble, on Lady Bell in her strait with an untoward 
guest at Brooklands, and having helped her, he was drawn 
by her rank, youth, and high-bred April charms, while he 
was not repelled by her presumed absence of fortune. 

Sqxdre Trevor actually resolved — and with him to resolve 
was to perform — ^before he came up to Squire Godwin, aiid 
ascertained that the uncle would be consenting to the sale 
and sacrifice of the niece, that Squire Trevor's wife should be 
Lady Bell Etheredge. 

When gentlemen like Squires Trevor and Godwin made 
up their minds to a match, a century or more ago, they did 
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not let gprass grow on their intentions, or stand on ceremony 
and mince matters in bringing them to pass. 

Squire Godwin's party, on its return that May night from 
Brooklands to St. Bevis's, had the benefit of Squire Trevor's 
company and that of his two servants. 

Mr. Trevor stayed ten days at St. Bevis's, busy every 
morning during the first part of his stay, over accounts and 
papers with Mr. Godwin and a scrivener summoned for the 
purpose. Every afternoon' the guest would saunter about, ride, 
course, or take a turn at bowls or skittles, unwieldy as he 
was, to stretch his limbs. Then he would take a dish of tea 
in Mrs. Die's parlour, before he sat down to play cards with 
his host and the chaplain. 

Long before the ten days were at an end, it was an esta- 
blished fact, plain to the whole household, that Squire Trevor, 
who in these days of early marriages might have been Lady 
Bell Etheredge's grandfather, was paying court to Lady Bell, 
and that he was only tarrying so long to have the connection 
settled. Nay, possibly, as the affairs of the family were in 
a desperate condition, the family might dispense with cere- 
mony. Mr. Trevor might propose to marry Lady Bell off 
Iiand, since he had no time to lose, and in order to relieve 
himself from the trouble of another journey of several days, 
when he was just getting in his hay crop. In that case Mr. 
Trevor might carry away Lady Bell with him, and leave her 
to fix upon and lay in her marriage suits, by his generosity, 
at Trevor Court. Such mcuriages were arranged by old 
cronies, fathers and guardians, and run up in a trice, without 
time being granted to make mouths at them. Yoimg lads 
were sent for from college, girls were called from their 
tambour-frames, even from their dolls, and barely informed 
before they went into the presence of the parson, who was 
always at hand, that it was to decide summarily their fate 
they were thus brought on the scene of action. 
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Lady Bell was the last person in the household at St. 
Bevis's to learn what was in store for her. Bj the time she 
learned it, every preliminary had been agreed upon, Uie 
marriage contract was drawn out, the day all but named. 
Mr. Godwin had answered in the affirmative for his nieee. 
Mrs. Die was perfectly indifferent. 

Mrs. Kitty was indifferent and malicious at the same time, 
because this poor upstart fiddle-faddle Jjady Bell was to pass 
beyond Mn. Kitty's authority, quitting St. Bevis's with a 
bride's honours — such as they were, of which Mrs. Kitty's 
Amazon queen, Mn. Die, had been monstrously defrauded 
in her day. 

Even Mr. Sneyd and Mr. Greenwood looked on the mar- 
riage of Squire Trevor with Lady Bell, for the most part, 
favourably. What little rue the men felt was chiefly on 
their own account ; for her sake they were inclined, on due 
reflection, to welcome the match as not altogether out of 
course, and perhaps the beet thing that could be hoped for 
Lady Bell. 

St. Bevis had not so fair a reputation, or such a promise 
of dowries for young ladies that it should draw wooers to 
Lady Bell. Of such wooers as would risk an association 
with Squire Godwin — a partnership in bets, an opposite book 
at Newmarket, or a night with him at cards — ^how many even 
of the Kkelieet young fellows would present characters half 
so honest for husbands as that of Squire Trevor, and rent-rolls 
by many degrees so unencumbered as that of Trevor Court ? 

Finally, as a compensation and triumphant conclusion of 
the matter, these gentlemen — ^Lady Bell's most considerate 
and indulgent friends — were guilty of proposing in their own 
minds, for the innocent girl's comfort, that she would in all 
probability be left a young widow, — ^if she played her cards 
well, a rich young widow, — while she had still plenty of time 
and opportunity to please her taste in a second husband. 

3 B 
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But Lady Bell was utterly incredulous, dumb -foun- 
dered, adverse, obdurate, only too vehemently so to beg^ 
with. 

Certainly she had often heard of such marriages as that 
which she was required to make. Ay, and she had heard 
them insisted on as a portionless girl's simple solemn duty. 
While, on the other hand, she had known all mcuriages con- 
tracted rashly, impudently and in defiance of friends, charac- 
terized by no less an authority them Lady Lucie Penruddock 
as acts of gross impropriety and disgraceftd insubordina- 
tion, which ought to compromise, and did compromise, a 
young woman fatally, and bring upon her punishment in 
proportion to the offence. 

Lady Bell was not able to persuade herself that her former 
idol, Lady Lucie, would have been on her side in this ques- 
tion. Lady Bell's poor heart sunk like lead when she took 
Lady Lucie's opinions into consideration. She dared not 
think of Lady Lucie during the tumult and rebellion of these 
May days at St. Bevis's. 

But through all the g^l's elaborately artificial training, 
there was the young heart beating fast and warm with true 
instincts of what meetness was, of what sjrmpathy meant, of 
what " the great passion " might prove. 

In the remote background of all Lady Bell's girlishly brave 
proud schemes and \mdertakings to keep up her studies and 
gentlewoman's accomplishments, to improve herself, to spend 
her time not amiss, even amidst the neglect and disorder of 
St. Bevis's, there had hovered always the bright sweet hope 
of deliverance and a deliverer. 

In Lady Lucie's set Lady Boll had not been without hear- 
ing of the young loves, consecrated by tragedy, of such a 
couple as Lord and Lady Tavistock. She had witnessed with 
her own eyes ** proper" young pairs rejoicing in their real 
union, entering on life with every assurance of the closest 



AN OLD SQUIRE'S WOOING. ** 5I 

friondsliip, the teuderest intimacj till death shotdd them 
part. 

With her rapidly budding womanly instincts, with the 
fervour of her youthful recollections, Lady Bell absolutely 
revolted at being wedded to Mr. Trevor without her will 
being consulted. 

The deliverer whom she had dimly anticipated in a glamour 
and glory of romance was not a bull-necked, stout-bodied, 
short-legged squire of sixty and upwards, in a brown coat 
and scarlet vest. 

Lady Bell had owed to Squire Trevor the trifling boon of 
his having walked in the same direction as herself at Brook- 
lands. Oh ! how she wished she had not been so perverse 
as to weary of the strutting and speechifying of Lord Tho- 
rold emd Miss Babbage, if sitting still would have prevented 
this catastrophe ! 

But although Squire Trevor had saved Lady Bell by a 
word from an unscrupulous vagabond, Lady Bell had not 
taken to Squire Trevor from the first. She had been dis- 
agreeably struck by his touchy vanity, his rude dictation. 
She was indigpiant, disgusted, furiously angry when she 
learnt the proposal which he had made of himself within 
the first week of their acquaintance. 

But who was to help Lady Bell to assort her sentiments ? 

Instead of helping, ' every one was against her, and she 
was only a girl of fifteen, all the more likely to be overborne 
and to give in at last, because of two things, the unreason- 
able violence of her opposition, and her old-fashioned, facti- 
tious dignity and self -consciousness. 

Lady Bell's first tactics were sufficiently transparent ; she 
made herself as disagreeable as possible to Squire Trevor. 
She never spoke to him voluntarily, and she only answered 
him in monosyllables. 

She retreated before his approach in the wUdemess garden. 
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or under the portico, showing him the last sweep of the tail 
of her train. She turned her shoulder to him, polite as she 
was, when she was forced to encoimter him in Mrs. Die's 
parlour, and when, to Lady Bell's anger and dismay, the 
seat next her was significantly appropriated to Squire Trevor. 

She would not accept the early rose which he took from 
the bow-pot and offered to her. 

She would not eat the bread and butter which he had, 
according to the homely gallantry of the generation, prepared 
specially for her consumption. 

She refused to sing to him. 

She ventured to cry aloud coldly, ** Oh ! Mr. Trevor, don't 
make such a pother," when he insisted on her being pro- 
moted to the card-table on the single occasion that Squire 
Godwin condescended to sit down for a family game, with 
Mrs. Die launching at her brother her madly malicious in- 
nuendoes. 



CHAPTER Yin. 

MA&BIED IN A DAY. 

A LL was utterly in vain, as fhtile as Ladj Bell's dressing 
herself in her dowdiest clothes with her shabbiest, least 
"setting" top-knots. If Lady Bell had only known in her 
youthful inexperience, there was something irresistibly 
piquant and proTOcative in her pouts and flouts, her sulks 
and diihahillii, to most men who had her in their power. 
The mere circumstance that her resistance, sincere to ang^sh 
as it was, in its openness, was weak as her age, would have 
been enough to all, save a generous man, in the conduct of 
such an attack, while to a man like Squire Trevor, any op- 
position, however feeble, served but as tinder to flame. 

Lady Bell's next move was made in the utmost alarm on 
the arrival of a pair of valuable buckles set with diamonds, 
and a necklace with an emerald ''bob," for which Squire 
Trevor had sent a messenger expressly, and which were put 
by his direction, and with the connivance of others, in their 
cases with the lids open, on the little table before the mirror 
in Lady Bell's closet. 

She ventured to seek her unde when he was alone in 
the dining-room, and to tell him plainly, ** Uncle Godwin, 
I am sorry to plague you, but I will not many Squire 
Trevor." 

For his answer, Mr. Oodwin raised his eyebrows, and 
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haying nearly demolished Lady Bell by this simple operation, 
and its supercilious reception of her declaration of war, he 
proceeded further to annihilate her. 

**My Lady Bell, let me ask you, and forgire me for the 
indelicacy of the question, have you any means of subsistence 
except what I grant you ?" 

*' No, sir," answered Lady Bell, faint and low at the home- 
thrust ; and she was not able to tell her uncle, because in the 
annals of her rank she had not yet heard of such an enter- 
prise, and was ignorant how to set about it, that she would 
no longer be indebted to his bounty — she would go forth and 
earn her own bread, or perish without it, but she would not 
barter herself, for the sake of his making a better bargain in 
the sale of an unentailed fragment of his estate, or that he 
might be permanently rid of the burden of her mainte- 
nance. 

It would not have mattered although Lady Bell had done 
so, for Squire Godwin would only have mocked her merrily 
and reminded her, that as she was an old lady of not more 
than fifteen, he was her lawful guardian, and could raise 
the country in pursuit of her, could drag her into a public 
court in order to have her shamed, rebuked, ajid restored to 
his natural keeping. 

But all that Lady Bell said was, ** No, sir," with bitter 
humiliation. 

**Thon I have the honour to tell you, madam," Squire 
Godwin continued with the utmost calmness, ** that I am a 
ruined man, and can no longer afford to support you. On 
that and every other account I hasten to accept so imexcep- 
tionable an establishment for you as a marriage with Squire 
Trevor will secure. Therefore, my niece, I bog to hear no 
more idle objections, unless you are prepai*ed to show a 
better right to make them." 

The Squire turned on his heel and drummed with his 
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fingers on the cliimuoy-piece. Lady Bell turned also, and 
ran tottering from the room. 

She felt her . confidence ebbing away ; her sense of 
right and wrong grew hopelessly confused ; her perplexity, 
despondency, and despair of escape became more than she 
could bear. At last an accident and Lady Bell's own lively 
impulse put an end to the struggle. 

One of the executions of which Mrs. Dio had spoken to 
Lady Bell on her first day at St. Bevis's, was put into the 
house. Bailiffs with writs turning up unexpectedly one 
morning, and not doing their spiriting gently, did not com- 
pose Lady Bell's shaken nerves, though it must be owned 
that Mr. Gknlwin and Mrs. Die took the visitation with g^at 
equanimity, and did not even disturb themselves on account 
of the presence of Mr. Trevor, but left it to his swagger to 
be exceedingly aggrieved by the disagreeable interruption 
to his wooing. 

Within twelve hours the rough men walking about the 
house at their pleasure, in muddy shoes, with hats on their 
heads, and smeUing of beer and gin, stripped from St. Bevis's, 
as bailiffs had done more than once already, every article 
that would lift. They even put profane hands on some of 
Lady ]^ell's fragile performances of fan-handles and card- 
boxes. The men included in their sweep, as they had not 
included on former occasions, the very wearing apparel of 
the heads of the family. 

Furniture and clothing were piled and stuffed into wag- 
gons brought round for the purpose under the portico, to be 
driven off and have their contents sold in their market-place 
of Cleveburgh. 

Squire Godwin, who was not liable to personal arrest 
because of the seat in Parliament which he, his father, and 
grandfather had held since the Long Parliament and the 
Charleses, and Mrs. Die, were left like one of Hogarth's 
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couplea— only this couple were used to tlie extremity, and it 
did not discompose them — sitting desolate among a few heir- 
looms of old i)ictures, plate, and jewels. 

The brother and sister and their household were without 
changes of clothes, without beds to lie down upon, without 
vessels out of which to eat such yictuals as they could 
procure ; while Mrs. Kitty, Mr. Sneyd, and Mr. Greenwood, 
were hurrying here and there, on foot and on horseback, 
exerting themselves frantically to collect fresh necessaries. 

8quire Trevor pulled out a bundle of bank-notes from his 
pocket-book, and put them uncounted into Mrs. Kitty's 
hand. 

Lady Bell saw the deed from the window-recess in which 
she was standing, shivering with agitation. She came out 
and instantly acted on it. 

" Squire Trevor," she declared, " I for one cannot ibonsent 
that my friends and I shall Uve on your charity, while I will 
not marry you. I wiU marry you, sir, now, when you 
please." 

He turned briskly. " So, you've come to your senses, my 
lady," he remarked drily; **I am glad to hear it ;" and he 
took her at her word. 

Need one say that she hated him the more for so taking 
her, and that she repented of her word the moment it was 
spoken ? 

Lady Bell was married within a few days, as soon as 
Mrs. Kitty could repair in a decent manner, by Mr. Trevor's 
bounty, the destruction at St. Bevis's. 

On the morning of her marriage-day Lady Bell stood, for 
the last time, at the parlour window, looking out on the pro- 
spect which had claimed her on her arrival, and had since 
become familiar and almost home-like. 

It was a soft summer rain — so soft that the rooks were 
cawing and the blackbirds singing through the wet, as if 
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they knew how the corn was sprouting, and the firuit germs, 
from which the blossoms were falling, were setting in the 
genial, timely moisture. 

The yeiy fragment of the great house, which one man had 
begun, but no man would finish, because beams and cope- 
stones had been launched away on horses' heels, and 
rattled down with throws of the dice— seemed as if it were 
wept upon by the patient sky's purifying tears. 

Lady Bell was no longer wrathful and wounded to the 
quick in her self-respect, her maidenly pride, and her noble 
birth. She was sick and sad, wishing that she could die in 
her youth, with this day, and that the rain might be falling 
on her grave. 

''So, you are going from this evil house. Lady Bell, 
befbre its fate fall upon you," said Mrs. Die. 

It was the gentlest speech she had ever made to her niece, 
but it was spoken not so much in remorse, or in atonement, 
or in faint congratulation, as in a certain dreary sense that a 
presence, strange for many a day, which she had not prized 
while she had it, that had come and abode for a season at St. 
Bevis's, was going from it for ever. It was the presence of 
youth, simplicity, hope, a heart ungnawed as yet with pas- 
sion, which might have made the vacant, haunted place less 
doleful. 

Mrs. Kitty hastened to interpose with a parting sneer. 
**Sure Lady Bell will never remember such unfortunate, 
stay-at-home folks as we are at St. Bevis's, when she is a 
young married madam, gadding abroad with her gay bride- 
groom." 

These were the gibes which Lady Bell heard, instead of 
the flattering assurances and fond progpiostications which are 
wont to wait on brides. 

She was married in her hat and habit, as she had come to 
St. Bevis's, because there was to be no marriage feast, inad- 
3* 
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xnissible in the circumstances, and she had to start with 
Squire Trevor immediately after the ceremony. 

The 8i)eoial licence liad been procured, and Mr. Greenwood 
had only to don his ca:>sock, to marry Lady Bell in Mrs. Die's 
parlour. 

It was the disreputable merry-andrew and scapegrace of a 
chaplain who held her by the hand for a moment at parting, 
and said seriously and from his heart, ** May every happiness 
and prosperity attend you. Lady Bell." 

"Thank you, sir," she answered him quietly and gravely, 
^* and I have to thank you also for all the kindness which 
you have shown me since I came here, and to ask you to 
forgive me if I have ever offended you. Will you say the 
same from me to Sneyd, in case I should not get it said to 
him?" 

She spoke it so prettily, and so like some poor young Lady 
Jane Grey on her way to the block, as Mr. Greenwood con- 
fided to his crony Sneyd afterwards, that the tears started to 
his eyes, and he was forced to retire and not see her ride 
away, because he could not have stood it without blubbering ; 
and what would the squire have 6aid to such an exhibition ? 



ciLurrER IX. 

LADY BELL TKEVOE. 

A CCOBDING to the fashion of the time, though it was 
only two or three days' journey to Trevor CJonrt, Squire 
Trevor and his young wife made it a progress from one 
friend's house to another, where the Squire in person an- 
nounced his marriage, presented his bride, was roasted and 
toasted, and regaled with the first instalment of his wedding 
rejoicings by the good-will of his neighbours. 

The practice was so far lucky in Lady Bell's case, it gave 
hw no time to reflect on what had happened in all its im- 
portance, so that the re-action which had already set in after 
the overstrained resignation and meekness of her last 
moments at St. Bevis's, was only a silent rebellion. 

Lady Bell, even at fifteen, had too much spirit and sense 
to feel inclined to exhibit to strangers her wrongs and 
misery, and the extent of the sacrifice which she had just 
celebrated. She did not dissolve in floods of tears — she con- 
trolled herself, and was only thought very pale (but she was 
a pale, dark-eyed beauty at any time), proud, and shy, — a 
grand, but not very attractive, yoimg madam for old Squire 
Trevor. 

Nevertheless, it was in a state of chronic rebellion that 
Lady Bell reached Trevor Court. What good was the rebel- 
lion to do then ? She never asked herself. Fifteen does not 



6o LADY BELL. 

often ask such questions when it but writhes under a sense 
of betrayal and wretchedness. 

Trevor Court was not like St. Bevis's. It was a fine, well 
preserred old place, with noble stacks of warm red-brick 
chimneys, seen first from amidst coeval dark green yews on a 
broad green terrace. 

It had a stone-seated porch and an oak-lined chimney 
corner, with great delf platters hanging by strings on each 
side of the richly-carved wood chimney-piece. 

It had a best parlour answering to a drawing-room, where 
the spindle-legged chairs were made of cane, the hangings 
and chair covers were lemon colour, and there were Indian 
ornaments and egg-shell china — altogether so cold, fantastic, 
and fragile in its details, that nobody would have dreamt of 
occupying it, except for the reception of company. 

There were blue, red, and green bedrooms, each with its 
enormoTis bed like a coloured hearse, its square of Persian 
carpet in the middle of the floor, and its ebony escritoire. 
Everything was in keeping and in order, and was, next to his 
sovereign self, the pride of Squire Trevor's heart and the 
delight of his eyes. 

**Look up, and look out, here is my place, my lady;" so 
Squire Trevor introduced Trevor Court, its venerable beauties 
fresh with the perennial freshness of early summer, to Lady 
Bell. 

**l8 this Trevor Court?" sighed Lady Bell, scarcely stir- 
ring herself in her comer of the chariot. 

It was with intense mortification, almost exceeding that 
with which he had heard her first address him as a man who 
might be her father, and afterwards repel with disgust his 
clumsy blandishments, that Mr. Trevor discovered Trevor 
Court was lost on Lady Bell. 

She saw in it only a better sort of prjuson-house. She was 
not grateful for the change fix>m the wreck at St. Bevis's. 
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At St. Bevis's there had still been something like freedom 
and hope. Trevor Court signified slavery and despair. 

Lady Bell was not nearly old enough, or mercenaiy 
enough, to weigh with appreciation the substantial evidences 
of respectability and comfort. Her burdened heart and soul 
were not free to admit a sense of beauty. 

Lady Bell looked round her with lack-lustre eyes. No 
comment of satisfaction or word of praise dropped from her 
tightly-locked lips. 

"Welcome, your honour! Welcome, madam, and long 
life and prosperity! Many happy returns of the day! 
Hooroh ! hoorah ! " broke the etiS, oppressive silence. The 
greetiDg burst in set form, and simultaneously, from the 
pliant dependants and consequential old servants in quilted 
gowns like* Mrs. Kitty's, in worsted stockings, and worsted 
lace setting off their livery, in gardeners' green aprons and 
countrymen's round hats, which were at that moment waved 
lustily in the air. 

The worst was to come ; for resentment and anguish at 
fifteen are very liable to merge into petulance, alternating 
with heaviness. Lady Bell received the demonstration 
haughtily and cavalierly. She was the mistress of these 
folks, in spite of herself, and against her will. Their making 
meny provoked her when she did not desire their service. 

It had been right that she should put the best face upon 
matters while she was in other people's houses ; but since 
she had come home, if home meant anything, and as Squire 
Trevor's marriage had been too impremeditated to admit of 
the assistance of strangers in the ** home-coming," she need 
make no farther pretence. 

She declined to drink her own health, not to say Squire 
Trevor's, in the ale which had been broached, and the claret 
which had been drawn. She was forced to pledge her 
household in return ; but she only touched the flagon with 
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her lips. 81ie was compelled, too, to take the Squire's arm, 
and walk, acoommodating her steps to liis pursy gait ; but she 
walked like a naughty child, with as few smiles and curtseys 
as she could bestow between the rows of retainers. She 
clutched her skirt and riding-gloTes, to prevent any willing 
hand freeing her from the encumbrances. 

There was something pathetic as w^ as ludicrous in the 
forlornness of the unmagnanimous behaviour that showed 
both singleness of heart and extreme youthful folly in 
the friendless girl; but it incensed Squire Trevor beyond 
measure. 

Without the indiscretion, he might have felt inclined, as 
he had carried his point and gained his end, to be in good 
himiour with his bride and the rest of the world. 

True, he had married on a mere impulse, and in a spirit of 
contradiction. His fancy for Lady BeU, who was showing 
herself intractable and exasperating, hardly deserved the 
name even of passion. The . accidents of her situation, and 
of the opportune manner in which she had crossed his path, 
together with her rank, had as much to do with his fancy as 
any gust of passion, though the girl, in her right mind, was 
attractive enough. He was but slightly acquainted with her. 
He had no familiarity with girls, not much with women of 
more mature age. He would, under any circumstances, have 
been shy and awkward, would not have known what to do 
with Lady Bell after he had got her, and would soon have 
found her in his way, even if she had conducted herself with 
amazing self-restraint and tact. 

But he might not have betrayed speedy symptoms of 
jioroseness and violence had he not felt deeply injured. 

As it was, Lady Bell, who had been used, in her experience 
of mankind as masters, simply to Squire Godwin's supercili- 
ous scorn, had cause within her very first day at Trevor 
Court to dread Squire Trevor's awfuUy furious temper. She 
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had marritKl the worst-oonditioned John Trot in Gloucester- 
shire, and she had set his teoth on edge in crossing his 
threshold. 

8he saw him fretting and fidg^ng, — 

** Itaxy tjkes, not to have finished with the haj crop. 
Who set them to hoist flags and busk arches ? I'll let them 
know 1*11 marry every day in the year, without freeing them 
from their tasks. Zounds ! one of the joung horses broke 
her neck in the quarry. — ^I'll break more necks before I've 
done, the fiends take them I '' 

She witnessed the storm gathering and rising, while he 
stamped here and clattered there, till it reached a roar, 
which, for shame's sake, was not directed against her as yet, 
but which sullenly took her into the general offence. 

The entire household cowered in the middle of their holi- 
day, keeping before the untimely blast. Lady Bell cowered 
too, secretly. 

From that moment's height of startled dismay she was in 
fear of her life whenever the Squire rampaged, swore, and 
(especially after his dinner and bottle of port) flung about 
the furniture, dashed down his pipe, kicked the very live 
coals from the g^ate over the room, and drove the dogs, with 
their tails between their heels, flying from the house. 

But, notwithstanding, the girl was not tamed or cured of 
her saudness ; her spirit might be broken in time, but it was 
not broken at once, though it had recoiled before Squire 
Gkxl win's irony. There was that in her which rose naturally 
against the physical terror of brute force, though it might 
overwhelm her ultimately. 

Lady Bell kept as far as she could out of sight and sound 
of the Squire's ** rages;" but when they were over, leaving 
him in a condition of stupid exhaustion and dogged af&ont, 
she went her own way again, as if the rages had never been. 
Her way was very much the same way that she had pursued 
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at St. Beyis's, of carrying on always more listlessly her slender 
studies, and of working out idly her manifold minute devices. 

** Hadn't you better take a sensible piece of work into your 
hands in place of reading fools' verses and French books — 
no good comes from France — or wasting your time with 
trumpery drawing and flowering?" Thus Mr. Trevor had 
sought to lay the ungentle yoke on her in the first lustre of 
the honeymoon. " I thought all proper brought-up young 
women, whether they were Lady Bells or not, without a 
penny to bring to their husbands " — ^he illustrated the posi- 
tion candidly — ''were taught to keep accounts, and help to 
make their own clothes, like my cousin at the parsonage, 
even if they could not raise paste and feed poultry." 

**Let me tell you, sir," retorted Lady Bell with consider- 
able courage, ** that, though I am Lady Bell who never pre- 
tended to bring a penny to a husband — as it is not my fault 
that I have one — ^I can keep accounts, and help to make my 
clothes when it is needfU. But I choose to have other occu- 
pations when those that you have been so good as to point 
out to me, fail me. I suppose you do not wish me to make 

« 

accounts, that I may add them up, or to cut out and stitch 
together more clothes than I can wear? As for raising 
paste, I confess I have seen that left to the cook ; and for 
poultry — ^we had only sparrows in town." 

"A fig for town — a sink of corruption," protested Mr. 
Trevor, reddening like a turkey-cock at the insulting idea 
that town could be held superior to Trevor Court. ** I'm of 
the mind of Lord Mulcaster, who had it put into the articles 
of his marriage contract, that my lady was neither to go to 
town, nor to wear diamonds." 

** I did not know that the question was of going to town 
or wearing diamonds," cried Lady Bell with a g^rimace. " I 
thought you were speaking of raising paste and feeding 
poultry." 
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*' Can't you bide in your own house, Bell," the Squire 
would bully his wife another time, because he himself seldom 
indulged in exercise beyond stumping to his offices, riding 
roTind a field or two on his cob, and playing a game of bowls 
or skittles with his servants. He was disturbed by the young 
girl's girlish restlessness. He hated to have her doing what 
he did not care to do —without him too. 

*' No, I can't, Mr. Trevor. I must have breath and motion, 
if I can have nothing else," Lady Bell said plainly. 

Lady Bell remained a stranger in her husband's house, in 
the plenty and snugness of Trevor Court, as in the barren- 
ness and exposure of St. Bevis's. She was in greater isola- 
tion than ever ; for there was no Mr. Greenwood, and no 
Sneyd — ^Mendly scamps — at Trevor Court. 

In place of attaching any of her husband's servants, Lady 
Bell had contrived to repel them from the beginning ; for 
was not their idol, their own bom and bred Squire, the 
reflection but slightly refined of their doltish and dour 
natures? And did not the young madam start by com- 
mitting sacrilege against the idol, who, if you spoke him 
fair, and took a few fierce words — it might be blows — ^was 
not so bad an idol as times went. 

Squire Trevor had his good points, which his own people 
knew best. He was ready to make up, by a sort of crabbed 
justice, when the passion was off him, for his surliness of 
manners. He could take his bottle like the rest of the 
world, and even sit and soak himself into blind madness 
when he was brooding on any real or fancied wrong. But 
he did not squander his means on vain show or riotous living. 
He did not gamble away his paternal acres, and consign his 
dependants to wreck and ruin with himself, like many of his 
generation. 

Squire Trevor was considered somewhat of a model of 
squirearchical excellence down at Trevor Court, and Lady 
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Bell by contrast a very naughty young lady indeed, a dis- 
contented, good-for-nothing Londoner, who took it upon her 
to bo sullen or peevish, and did not at once set herself to 
please her husband by implicit obedience, and by all wifely 
arts as well as wifely virtues. 

Trevor Court was not out of count in its neighbourhood, 
but, except in doing his duty to society by keeping up 
rounds of visits on special occasions, Mr. Trevor did not care 
for going into or receiving company. He liked to know 
himself monarch of all he surveyed, and to be deferred to in 
like manner — ^Ii eights of regard which he could hardly attain 
off his own land. 

Above all, Mr. Trevor objected to presenting an open door 
to the country, or to availing himself of other open doors, so 
soon as he had discovered that Lady Bell, after long absti- 
nence from the society of young people like herself, could, 
when restored to it, abate her exclusiveness, and even relax 
into faint dimpling smiles. "By George!" he swore, "if 
she can't smile on me and my honest household, she shan't 
on a parcel of idle young jrakes and impudent hussies in 
their questionable surroundings." 

It was not unlikely that Squire Trevor had some reason in 
his decision. The standard of morals was low everywhere a 
century ago. There were many instances then of country 
houses in remote districts, as there are to-day of 'agricultural 
cottages in similar circumstances, which were more woefully 
corrupt than the worst town houses. 

But Lady Bell was incapable of comprehending such justi- 
fication. She regarded the deprivation enforced on her as an 
additional injury and insult. And she was determined that 
if Mr. Trevor kept her a prisoner at Trevor Court, he should 
look on her face as that of a prisoner directed to her jailer. 



CHAPTER X. 

THE BUHDOKS AND THE WALSXTSS. 

/CHURCH was nearly the only place where Lady Bell saw 
the world, if seeing the world it could be called, when 
she was shut securely into a high moth-eaten brown pew, 
with Squire Trevor seated by her side, and his servants ranged 
in rows behind her. However, Lady Bell's wandering eyes 
contrived to peep over the board, to seek out and rest on a 
lady and gentleman in the only other pew which was on an 
equality with Squire Trevor's, in the little parish church. 

The lady was only a few years older than Lady Bell, who 
thought the stranger very handsome. She had one of those 
striking profiles which readily catch the eye. Her face was 
long and oval, with clearly cut, distinguished nose and chin, 
the under part of the face projecting very slightly. The fine 
face belonged to a fine figure. The white cardinal cape and 
little chip hat and plume of feathers had more of an air of 
fashion than Lady Bell had noticed in such articles since her 
happy days with the best society at Lady Lucie Penrud- 
dock's. 

The lady's companion was young like herself, as Lady Bell 
remarked wistfully, though after the fashion of most of the 
young Englishmen of rank whom she had seen, his face 
lacked the freshness of youth. Still it was a pleasant, pre- 
possessing face in its suspicion of haggardness and exhaustion, 
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aud waa in conjunction with a good person and the easy 
manner of a cultivated n»an of the world. 

The couple used the same Prayer-Book, — that is, he look A 
on hers when he used a book at all. She admonished him 
with a reproachful smile and shake of the head, when he 
yawned and closed his eyes during the service. He led her 
out of church when the cong^g^tion were dismissed, and 
handing her into a landau, drove off talking and laughing 
with her. They were a very pretty couple, surely near and 
intimate relations, and they quite took Lady Bell's fancy. 

''Who are the handsome lady and gentleman?" she 
inquired on the first opportunity of the vicar's wife. 

** I am sure I cannot tell," answered the lady indifferently ; 
**I desire to keep my eyes better employed than in staring 
round at the skin-deep beauty or fine feathers of my fellow- 
worms. I daresay you mean young Sundon, of Chevely, who 
has taken a wife like the rest of us, and brought her down on 
a visit to these parts. They say hj9 has been a wild liver, 
and that the friends of madam, who was a great fortune, 
opposed the marriage. If so, they did not need to wish her 
ill, in order to keep her from thriving." 

"She looks more like thriving than I who obeyed my 
friends," thought Lady Bell. 

''Madam Sundon will want all her wits," continued the 
speaker, " to make her man pick up, that he may not squander 
what is left of his means and her fortune. But I neither 
know nor care, for it is long since I have shaken hands with 
the world and its gossip.'* 

"Young Sundon, of Chevely," echoed Squire Trevor 
irritably, "the spark who stood up against his betters at 
Feasmarsh ? I forbid you. Lady Bell, to have a word to say 
to any one of the pack." 

"Who speaks of having a word to say?" — she resented 
the prohibition nevertheless ; " mayn't a cat look at a king ?" 



I 
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And Lady Bell did take a poor consolation in looking her fill 
at the comely, light-hearted young couple. In return the 
couple looked hard at Lady Bell, and, as she convinced her- 
self with a swelling heart, repressed a smile at her associa- 
tions, and pitied her. 

At last, meeting the Sundons, when she had broken away 
from Mr. Trevor, and was riding with the vicar's daughter or 
with a servant, the beautiful, assured-looking lady made an 
advance to Lady Bell. Mrs. Sundon's was one of those faces 
which are full of character and latent strength. This was 
more true with regard to her face than to that of her bland 
but languid companion. Therefore she took the initiative 
smiled in a fHendly way, and nodded neighbour fashion, 
while Mr. Sundon lifted his hat, and held it till the parties 
bad passed each, other. 

As for Lady Bell, she smiled, flushed, and nodded slightly 
in return, with a girl's shy, inconsiderate triimiph in evading 
the Squire's tyrannical mandate, for smiling and nodding 
were not speaking to the Sundons — ^husband and wife. 

There was one person close to Lady BeU who was ready to 
give her a different version of a wife's duty to a husband than 
a flighty and very human subterfuge implied. That person 
had been regularly commissioned to lecture Lady Bell and 
keep an eye on her. 

In introducing Lady Bell to his cousin, the vicar's wife, the 
Squire had said, half in homely jocoseness, which might have 
been very well had there been a good understanding between 
the ill-matched couple, half in t€irt earnest, "I give my wife 
into your charge, Ann ; you'll, look after her, and see that 
she minds her duty, and does not get into scrapes." 

"I accept the charge, cousin," responded Mrs. Walsh 
promptly and with the utmost gravity ; '* I'll do my best for 
the young lady," and she did not even add, **if she'll allow 
me ;" while poor, touchy, aristocratic Lady Bell, drew up her 
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dainty figure and tossed her head in vain at the barg^n 
made, like her marriage itself, wiU-he niU-he. 

Mrs. Walsh was the wife of a hard-working clergyman, 
who left to her a share of his public duties and the entire 
management of his private concerns, including the inter- 
course between the parsonage and the mansion of the Squire, 
Mrs. Walsh's cousin. When Mr. Walsh was not in his 
church or school, he was in his study ; and when he was 
neither in church, school, nor study, he was reading or 
pra3dng by some cottage bedside. 

Mrs. Walsh in her own person laboured from morning till 
night, not only without complaint, but with a high sense of 
the privilege and dignity of her vocation. She brought up a 
large family honourably on a marvellously small income. 
She strengthened her husband's hands in other respects by 
employing every spare moment in teaching the ignorant, 
reclaiming the bad, nursing the sick. 

Mrs. Walsh had received a solid masculine education, 
classical, mathematical, theological, which enabled her to act 
as tutor to her sons and assistant to her husband in their 
studies. She despised all mere shallow, graceful, feminine 
accomplishments, and condemned them as waste of time. In 
like manner she had both a natural and acquired antipathy 
to fine ladies. She was well matched, and in cordial sym- 
pathy with her husband, therefore she magnified the marriage 
tie and enforced it in the highest measure on all less happy 
wives, and was amazed to find that they could dream of 
setting it at naught, in all its length and breadth. 

Mrs. Walsh wore a steeple-crowned hat and cloth spencer 
when she went abroad in all weathers and on all occasions. 
Within doors she wore an equally high-crowned cap and 
voluminous frills, which were in correct keeping with her 
massive, aggressive face and towering, portly figure. Hers 
was a more formidable presence than that of a beadle or 



THE SUNDONS AND THE WALSHES. 7 1 

bailiff to all weak and froward recusants who were not utter 
reprobates, in the middle of the sluggishness and stolid 
stupidity of the country parish. 

Mrs. Walsh was an additional and a tremendous ftiom in 
Lady Bell's delicate flesh, in strict fulfilment of what the 
parson's wife considered her pledge to the Squire. 

Mrs. Walsh had a little leisure at this time. The chronic 
ague and the frequent putrid fever were not so widely spread 
and Tirulent as usual, thanks, as Mrs. Walsh judged rightly, 
to the Lord's blessing (but whether the exemption was to 
be attributed farther to her sovereign sage and ground ivy- 
tea, is a debatable question). The recent visit of a recruiting 
sergeant had enticed within the reach of the iron horse and 
the cat o' nine tails some of the more troublesome young 
ne'er-do-wells within the bounds. 

Mrs. Walsh set herself to spend her holiday in taking Lady 
Bell Trevor to task. Mrs. Walsh would impress on Lady 
Bell a new code of morals, bring her to a better frame of 
mind, render her a useful member of society, and a reformed 
young woman and wife. In what Mrs. Walsh called dealing 
faithfully with Lady Bell, the reformer did not hesitate at 
the plainest speaking, the most direct home thrusts. 

To do Mrs. Walsh justice, she dealt as faithfully with her 
cousin, the Squire, when her mission lay in that direction ; 
she called him roundly a profane swearer, a man of strife, a 
vain and pufled-up man of the world, and coolly stood her 
ground in the teeth of his wrath, bidding him, ''Turn me out 
of your doors, cousin; I don't mind; — ^I shall suffer in a good 
cause, but it will be the worse for you, I promise you." 

The Squire did not turn her and her '* overbearing conceit 
and Methodist cant" out of doors, though he threatened it 
many a time, and it was certain that she browbeat his vio- 
lence in bearding it, and had more influence over him than 
most people. 
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The excellent woman rather relished the tug of war, and 
the coming off victoriously from the autocratic kinsman out 
of whose way she was careful to keep her husband, and to 
whom the rest of the parish cringed subserviently. 

It was not of the smallest use for Lady Bell to be haughty, 
to be flippant, to try every effort to escape from her perse- 
cutor. Mrs. Walsh only found fresh food for her homilies 
in the girl's struggles. 

** I must tell you, Lady Bell, it is very senseless and unbe- 
coming of you to take a huff at g^ood advice ; " and Mrs. Walsh 
proceeded to state her views and issue her censures deliberately 
and elaborately : '' It is not the work of a rational creature 
to thread beads and flourish on catgut. If Squire Trevor has 
the gout, it is not your part to leave him alone the whole 
morning while you make a play of gathering rose-leaves. It 
would set you better to be gaining a knowledge of simples, 
so that you might distil a remedy for his pain. But I, or 
any one with open eyes, can see how little you mind him — 
your own hiisband, who is one flesh and blood with you, if 
so be you can please and divert yourself. I should be sorry 
to see my Sally, who is half a year younger than you, and 
has no goodman of her own to study and serve, as yet, of such 
a light and heedless turn of mind." 

** You may give your advice, ma'am, when I ask for it,** 
panted Lady Bell. 

'* I shall not wait for such an opening — ^folk would have to 
wait long enough, if they stayed tiU they were bidden call 
in question wrong-doing." Mrs. Walsh rose and took to 
walking up and down the room, like a peripatetic philo- 
sopher, delivering his dogmas. 

'* What call have you — ^what title have you to speak so to 
me, Mrs. Walsh ? " insisted Lady Bell, her cheeks a-blaze. 

** I have the call of my conscience and the title of one who, 
by God's blessing, at least knows right from wrong, however 
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imperfecily I may put it in practice," announced Mrs. Walsh, 
without a moment's hesitation, standing still and looking 
down from her vantage on the culprit. 

** K I were not an unhappy young creature," Lady Bell 
broke down at last, and wrung her hands in flitile youthful 
pain and rage, "if Mr. Trevor, cruel old tyrant as he is, were 
even like other husbands " 

'' Have a care. Lady Bell, have a care," interrupted Mrs. 
Walsh, in extreme disdain and disgust, '' if you are so far 
left to yourself as openly to speak evil of the man whom you 
have vowed — ay, madam, vowed solemnly, so that you are a 
forsworn and lost woman if you break your vow — to honour 
and obey, then I shall not know what fine lady depravity we 
may look for next, or in what strict keeping, for your own 
unhappy sake, we ought to hold you." 

'*You may heap insult on insult; you may report what 
I have said to your cousin, Mrs. Walsh." Lady Bell gave 
her foe free leave, as she nervously twirled the lace of her 
bodice, ** that will be fair and kind, like the rest of your 
conduct." 

** Lideed, my lady, I shall not stick to report this, or what- 
ever I think neoessary, to my cousin Trevor, at any time." 
Mrs. Walsh accepted the permission undauntedly. ** Worldly 
honour and I have shaken hands long ago. To do my duty 
to God and my neighbour, is all my care." 

But Mrs. Walsh did not on this or any other occasion 
appeal to 8quire Trevor. She was too stout-hearted a woman 
to call in, without reluctance, foreign aid in her battles. She 
might have shaken hands with worldly honour, but she had 
an honour of her own — she contented herself with confiding 
to her own husband that she *' mistrusted " that young Lady 
Bell Trevor was either clean crazy, or on the high road to 
ruin. 

Perhaps it came to the same thing in the end, for, acting 
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on her convictions, Mrs. Walsh took it upon herself, in what 
she believed the interest of religion, virtue, and family re- 
gard, to watch and guard the unfortunate young woman, and 
in this Mrs. Walsh was warmly abetted by Squire Trevor, 
who was growing every day more jealous of and carping to 
his wife. 

When Mrs. Walsh could not discharge her office in person, 
she did it in deputy by her eldest daughter. Young Sally 
Walsh, brought up imder the hardest discipline, in her 
homespun linen and woollen, and barn-door buxomness, 
had been considerably dazzled to begin with, by the elegant 
apparition of Lady Bell, but having been smartly chidden by 
her mother for her short-sighted worldliness, she fell straight- 
way into the opposite error. 

Sally was not only forward and intrusive in her bearing 
towards Lady Bell, whom Sally's mother had in such small 
esteem, but, from learning to entertain a poor opinion of the 
strange, foolish young fine lady, and her distempered state 
of mind, Sally proceeded, without meaning much harm — on 
the whole meaning good, to despise Lady Bell and to trample 
upon her figuratively. 

Lady Bell had spirit to keep her own grounil and resist 
being trampled on, but it was a proud delicate spirit, and 
was at a discount in a contest with ruder, stronger spirits. 

'*ril go up to the Court and sit with Lady Bell," Sally 
Walsh would propose, dangling her hat by its ribands, and 
squaring the mottled elbows which her mits loft exposed. 
'^I don't mind though she is as mimi as a mouse and as glum. 
as an owl, I'll keep her from going melancholy mad ; " and 
then the young girl would say, not for a moment concealing 
that she looked for some benefit to herself in the benefit con- 
ieiTed on another, " Lady Boll may let me take the shape of 
a habit shirt," or *' the peaches are prime ripe in the (Jourt 
gardens." 
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Mrs. Walsh bade her daughter not hanker after the follies 
of dress, or the flesh-pots of Egypt, but she did not think the 
hankering in this case very unnatural or unreasonable. 

"What do you think I found my lady doing?** Sally 
would report faithfully to her mother on her return ; ** Carv- 
ing cherry-stones ! I told her she would blind herself ; but, 
of course, she whittled away. The Squire's list shoes were 
worn out, and I said I should make him a new pair, and he 
said, there was a wench of some use in the world ! *' 

*' Then be thankful, child, and don't learn bragging from 
poor silly Lady Bell." 

" She didn't know howi» make list shoes, mother, but she 
looked at me after I had the list from Tofts ; she is quick, 
Lady Bell, for, as dandilly as she is, she picked up the 
making in no time. There," she said, "you can hear her, 
mother, in her low mincing tones, * now I can show Tofts 
how to supply Mr. Trevor with list shoes in future, you 
need not trouble to make any more. Miss Walsh;' these were 
all the thanks I had." 

" You taught the fine lady one useful lesson," Mrs. Walsh 
encourag^ her daughter. 

But though Lady Bell might tiy, and might sometimes 
succeed in asserting her supremacy and in distancing her foes, 
she could not fight with their weapons. When they invaded 
her privacy, invited themselves to be her companions, spied 
upon her, if that could be called spying which was open and 
bold, and all to do her good, they drove her nearly frantic. 



CHAPTER XI. 

THE ELECTION AT FEA8MAB8H. 

p OADED as Lady Bell was, and with the summer sunshine 
on the wane, and the autumn gloom approaching, she 
was ready to welcome any change. She heard with satisfac- 
tion, one afternoon, a surly announcement from her husband 
that she was to accompany him to Peasmarsh, and that she 
had better make preparations for remaining several weeks in 
the county town. 

Lady Bell took such slight notice of what was passing 
around her, and had so little knowledge of the world, that 
she did not connect the announcement with the circumstance 
that there had been a great deal of whipping and spurring 
of gentlemen lately to Trevor Court, where they were shut 
up with the Squire of a morning, or drinking with him after 
dinner. They were visitors to whom Lady Bell was indif- 
ferent, in addition to the Squire's not caring for her having 
intercourse with them. 

Lady Bell had no idea what the family were going into 
Peasmarsh for, till Sally Walsh insulted her by the incredu- 
lous demand — 

** You don't mean to say. Lady Bell, that you don't know 
the elections are coming on, and that the Squire is to stand 
as member 1? My ears, what do you hear? Father and 
mother and 1, knew this a fortnight ago." 
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The Squire, wlio doted on Trevor Court and hated town, 
who was for his day a lukewarm politician — seeing that 
politics concerned more men than Dick Treyor, and more 
places than Treyor Court — ^what should he do in Parliament ? 
But Lady Bell hardly stopped to ask, and to put two and two 
together, to argue that there must be an opponent in the 
field, for the Squire, like a mad bull, would run blindly at 
an opponent. 

Here was deliverance, here was a lightening of her load. 
With the giddiness by no means rooted out of her, and with- 
out considering that she had made the same reflection not 
greatly to her profit once before now, she reflected, it is an 
ill wind which blows nobody good. 

To escape from Trevor Court, to leave the Walshes behind 
her, even for a season, to have a chance of being restored to 
her beloved town and the ooimtenance of her old friends, for 
such a gain it was almost worth while to have married Squire 
Trevor. 

The occasion of Lady Bell's leaving was the first time that 
she had contemplated her world with complacence since she 
came to Trevor Court. Sitting in the travelling chariot by 
her husband's side. Lady Bell was faintly conscious that the 
fine old place, which he leant out to reg^ard so fondly, de- 
served the love and honour which had not been hers to give. 
The clustering stacks of chimneys, with their hospitable 
spirals of blue smoke, the yew terrace, with its deep shade 
and broad light, were very fair to see. 

Lady Bell actually looked round her with interest on the 
road^ as the travellers, at nine miles distance from home, 
approached the first straggling bmldings of Peasmarsh. 
Hiese were humble enough, but the market-place presented 
an imposing array of country gentry's winter houses, an old 
square-towered Norman church, and a curious town-hall and 
steeple. There were also, dropped down within its bounds, 
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a thatch-roofed tavern, a dark, cavernous shop, having its 
gable to the street, with a hanging sign, and a door divided 
in the middle, a row of coopers*, cobblers* — and booksellers' 
stalls, and the jail, with its pair of stocks, yawning for 
rascally limbs, fixed into the wall. 

The market-place of Peasmarsh was gay to the young 
student of human nature, after Trevor Court in the company 
of Squire Trevor. 

To Lady Bell's juvenile satisfaction, the Trevors' lodging 
was in the market-place, so that she could hope to see all 
that was going on, and hear constantly the social patter of 
clogs and pattens on the flags beneath her -^dndows. 

Lady Bell was so full of the novelty of the expected gaiety, 
that as soon as she had thrown off her travelling equipments, 
and swallowed her two o'clock dinner, she sat down at the 
window to lose nothing of the sight. She even beg^ to 
convey the impressions which she received to Mr. Trevor, in 
a freedom of intercourse which had hardly existed between 
them before, in the course of their three months' wedlock. 
In the meantime he sat swallowing his wine and smoking his 
pipe, in an interval of repose, ere he sallied forth to meet his 
supporters. 

*' They are posting up bills at the comer ; a gentleman 
from the tavern is taking care of the operation. I see in at 
the open door — ^there is. the company sitting round the table, 
covered with glasses. Now I am sure they are drinking a 
toast — one of them has leapt on the table before the door is 
shut. What a trade they are driving in blue ribands in 
that shop ! Do all the women in Peasmarsh wear knots of 
blue ribands? Here comes a chair. I vow the lady is 
going to be set down at the tavern door ; no, she has only 
made one of her chairmen beckon to a person within, and a 
billet is flung to her from the window. Why, Mr. Trevor, 
the street lads must know that one of the candidates is 
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amved in the town, for they are beginning to gather 
materials for a bonfire." 

** You are easily tickled, my lady, for one who has seen so 
many fine sights; the town air, even of a hole like Peas- 
marsh, seems to agree mightily with you, when it sets your 
tongue a-wagging,'' sneered the Squire; yet the man, in the 
middle of his grudging spite, was not unamused with the 
girl's amusement, and was not unwilling that his young wife 
should be a little happier than she had been ; only she had 
despised him and Treyor Court, and she should not imme- 
diately cease to suffer for it. 

Lady Bell drew back into her shell, stiffened not stung ; 
she did not care enough for the man who had made himself 
her husband to be stung by him. 

Lady Bell had nothing to do in what followed with the in- 
numerable meetings of influential gentlemen, the speeches, 
including the bawling of speakers till they were hoarse, the 
rows, extending to the raising of walking canes and unsheath- 
ing of rapiers. All this was echoed by the clamour, the fisti- 
cuffing, the brickbatting, the cutlass-wielding of the populace. 
And the whole was but a small by-play preceding the dose 
canvassing, the show on the hustings, the polling, the pro- 
claiming, and the chairing. 

But Lady Bell had her own part to play. She was ordered 
to drive out all day, and every day, in the streets and lanes 
of Peasmarsh. At first when she did so, her relish for the 
town was impaired. Excited tradesmen and their apprentices, 
mechanics, drawers from the tavern taps, street-criers, came 
round her, cheering or hooting. They cried the party cries 
which were then rending the nation, ** Down with Wilkes," 
or "Wilkes for ever," according as they were tory or whig 
(Squire Trevor was a tory), as if she were Wilkes, or Wilkes's 
wife at least. 

The mob pressed up to the chariot, and would either have 
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had out the horses and harnessed themselves instead, dragging 
their future member's wife with wild jolts and wilder hurrahs, 
or woidd have pelted *' the machine which held Trevor's wife " 
with mingled opprobrium and filth, and Lady Bell quailed 
before the ordeal. 

But Lady Bell's courage merely wanted steeling — she be- 
longed to a class of rulers. Soon she could smile — a pale, 
handsome, child-like yoimg woman as she was — and look 
aroimd her immoved, save by the necessity of graciously 
acknowledging greetings, whether she were applauded or 
abused, bowed before or bemired. It came naturally to 
her, and stimulated her to sit aloft there in her bom element 
of leadership amidst historic feuds. 

Then Lady Bell was commanded to go into every shop in 
the town to make abundant purchases, of the most diverse 
description, from satin to moleskin, from buttons to carriage- 
wheels, from sheep's tar to eau-de-luee. She was next directed 
to go into every householder's dwelling, with her ** fellows '* 
bearing after her, frt)m the stuffed and piled carriage, any 
article that was portable, that Lady Bell might give gifts and 
bestow largesses, like an eastern princess on her progress. 

''And see that you show none of your confounded insolence, 
Lady Bell," was roared after her by her husband, as she 
departed on her mission, for between bating and fuddling, in 
the extreme exigences of an election, Squire Trevor was fast 
being driven beside himself. 

It was a misconception and an untruth that Lady Bell's 
airs took the form of insolence to her inferiors in rank, when 
they did not trespass against her notions of decorum and the 
respect which she believed was due to her. On the contrary, 
she was gracious and affable in these circumstances. 

Lady Bell loved to confer favours ; she was in a state of 
crass ignorance in many respects, knew nothing whatever of 
the merits of political questions, and had little to say when 
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the people were strangers to her. But her simple smile, her 
youth and its charms, her rank, went a far way to insure her 
popularity and promote her cause. It was hers, she was 
eager for it, she had worked herself up into eagerness even 
apart from the selfish consideration that Mr. Trevor's being 
returned member for Peasmarsh, was the sole chance of Lady 
Bell's being restored to her Elysian fields. 

There had been a little mystery about the candidate on the 
whig side, some uncertain bringing forward and withdrawal of 
suitable men, and Lady Bell had been ten days at Peasmarsh 
before she was aware of who was her husband's opponent. 

The enlightenment broke upon Lady Bell suddenly, and 
with a little shock. Her course in driving one day was 
interrupted by the rival course of another chariot, with a 
similar train of friends and foes. In the chariot sat the 
handsome young lady whom Lady Bell had first seen in 
church, but the lady's young husband had not left her to 
brave a street mob alone, he was seated beside her. 

Mrs. Sundon's fine face was pointed keenly for contest. 
Mr. Sundon looked almost animated and alive — ^as people 
seldom saw him look — ^not beside the real prize of his life, 
the beauti^il, witty, wealthy woman who had elected him, 
against all hostile representations, her husband, but only in 
a tavern over the last bottle, when brawls were impending 
and blood was ready to flow, over cards and dice, in a dog- 
fight or a cock-pit, on a race-ground. 

One need not condemn that man alone — ^there were hun- 
dreds and thousands of men like him, desperately jaded, 
mind and body, with the springs of life poisoned early, who 
might have been capable of higher and better things. 

The couple were Bw'ut to recognise Lady Bell's position, as 

she recognised theirs, and to show her what had become the 

courtesy of foes. It touched her all the more when she 

recalled it, after she had happened to see from her window 

4* a 
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Mr. Trevor's encounter with Mr. Sundon in the market-place. 
In return for the grace of Mr. Sundon's punctilious bow, 
Squire Trevor had vouchsafed only a savage scowl. 

Into the house of one of the voters Lady Bell walked on 
the heels of Mrs. Sundon, going her rounds on a similar 
errand, so that the two ladies had nearly jostled each other 
in the doorway. 

But the elder lady gave way to the younger, before Lady 
Bell, in her agitation, could think of what she oug^t to do. 
" The place is yours. Lady Bell Trevor," said a sweet, sonor- 
ous voice, with a shade of emphsisis on the Lady Bell. Then, 
as if reg^tting even that slightly ungracious inference, Mrs. 
Sundon added, " I am happy to yield it to you ; ladies need 
not quarrel though gentlemen contest seats in Parliament;** 
finally, she remarked with a still franker, more winning cor- 
diality, " I think that you and I should not quarrel, Lady 
Bell." 

''I tliink not, madam," sighed Lady Bell, in a troubled 
fashion, conscious, with no ignoble envy, that Mrs. Sundon 
was her superior in manners as well as in years. 

"If I don't have a care," reflected Lady Bell in alarm, , 
'and with the crude unmincing expression of opinion which 
belonged to her years and her generation, *' I'll soon be as 
great a brute as Trevor." 

The heat of the election grew intense and consuming, 
overthrowing all barriers, swallowing up all scruples, till it 
was not without call that the sheriff, and a company of 
soldiers were looked for, at the last moment, to keep the 
tottering peace. 

Lady Bell's room in the Trevors' lodgings had come to be 
invaded with the Squire's supporters, agents, and whippers-iu, 
as they sought privacy in which to make up their lists, yell the 
sum total, wrangle, start new and more audacious schemes, 
and openly discuss infamous and scoundrelly plans. 
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In spite of the weight of Mr. Trevor's character and stake 
in the county, there arose a horrible suspicion that the whig 
interest had gained ground in Peasmarsh, and that the tories 
might be defeated. 

Forbid it, all je powers of moral orthodox landowners, 
since Gregoiy Sundon, of Oheyely, in addition to having 
been a gamester of the first water, a hard drinker, a fre- 
quenter of riotous company, after the pattern of his worthy 
master in statesmanship, was also a renegade to Charles 
James Fox's revolutionary American creed. Let all the 
powers of torydom be fitly called in to circumvent such vile 
traitors! 

''£g^! I would rather call Greg. Sundon out, and wing 
him before the nomination day,'* suggested a fire-eater. 

'' Sooner be winged yourself, Ted," said a listener, mock- 
ingly. ** Sundon is the best shot and swordsman between 
this and London." 

''Had large practice, you see," a third took up the tale 
briskly, '' has us at a shameful discul vantage. Why not steal 
a march upon him — ^not wing him, but deal him a stray blow 
with a cudgel, or the flight of a stone, to crack his conceited 
pate or smash a limb? That would keep him out of our 
way for a week or two; teach him better manners, — bo 
for his good in the long-nm;" the speaker looked round 
triumphantly. 

Squire Trevor was sitting, leaning back, in an arm-chair, 
a member of his tumultuous council, but preserving a grim 
silence. At the proposal his florid face darkened to purple, 
his red-brown eyes glared, he smote the table with his fist, 
and swore, with a ghastly grin, that he should like to be 
there to see when the baibarous stroke was dealt to his rival. 

No one looking on the Squire's inflamed, distorted face 
could doubt that if he took vengeance into his own hand, 
there might be gpevous danger of the rattening — ^the word 
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might not exist then, but the thing was there, and in higher 
walks of life— passing swiftly into murder. 

"Gentlemen, let me warn you," interposed an anxious 
attorney, " that kidnapping on the occasion of an election is 
set down as a grave crime in the calendar, and is punished 
accordingly." 

** Who talked of kidnapping, Tomey, unless it were your 
long-nosed, pettifogging self?" the nervous hint was angrily 
put down. 

" Said and done, Bennet, what you wot of. But Sundon 
parades the town, backed by a ragged regiment of demo- 
cratic dogs." 

'* Not always," was rejoined significantly. " He goes 
privately every time the London mail comes in to meet and 
receive his duns' letters, hiUet-doux, and what nut, into his 
own hands, rather than his fellow of a servant should bring 
them to him before his stuck-up madam of a wife. I warrant 
there are plenty of scores to settle unknown to her. I can 
see him myself walking up and down, wearing a muffler, 
which don't disg^se him from me, for as good as half-an-hour 
sometimes, in front of the inn-yard, before the coach comes in." 

" Is the mail extraordinary true to its hour?" investigated 
one of the conclave, curiously. 

** Lord ! no ; how should it be, when it has to run the risk 
of being stopped by highwaymen at any one of the half- 
dos^en lone bits between this and London?" replied the 
last speaker, in some surprise. 

" Suppose it to be stopped on Toosday," insinuated the 
satisfied inqtdrer, with an accent of the utmost cheerfulness, 
as he lolled against the wainscot, and kept his hands in his 
pockets, "when there may be more than Master Sundon on 
the out-look, a score of our fellows, armed with a hazel twig 
or two, in case their neighbour townsmen be up also, and a 
little too warm ; hoy, Mistor Tomey?" 
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" Excuse me, Sir John," stammered the man of law and 
peace, '* I cannot be a party to any sort of outrage, however 
provoked, or pardonable, or mitigated.*' 

"Nobody's asking you, man," was the contemptuous dis- 
missal ; '* hold your tongue and shut your ears, that's all, or 
worse may come of it." 

There was another pair of ears inquisitiYe, bewildered, 
appalled, which, whatever came of it, were not shut, though 
sometimes they had grown weary within the last few days of 
the incessant, harsh gabble. 

Farmer Huggins was down with rheumatism, and must be 
wrapped in blankets and brought to the booth in a chair, at 
the peril of his life. 

Butcher Green was trimming, the low rogfue, stcmding out 
on a presentation to the grammar school for his clever son. 
What business had butchers with clever sons? or having 
them, couldn't the butchers keep their lads to the slaughter- 
house and the scales, as a better trade, after all, than the 
beggarly professions without patrons ? 

Dame MeUish had all the odd voters at her finger ends, in 
return for her vintner's custom, bought up in the first place, 
to be lavished gratis in the second. 

Lady Bell had little to do with these imattractive details. 
Her part in the business of the election was well past, till 
Mr. Trevor was member, if he should be member. She was 
overlooked by the gentlemen, because they had no time to 
spend upon her, and because they had found out for them- 
selves that it did not chime in with Squire Trevor's humour 
to have his aristocratic yoimg wife noticed, and it was not 
for them to thwart the Squire at the present moment. 

But there was a fascination to Lady Bell in the very name 
of Sundon, conjuring up, as it did, the beautiAil young 
woman of the rank and fashion to which Lady Bell was bom 
and bred, more fortunate than Lady Bell, inasmuch as Mrs. 
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t^undon's sun had not been eclipsed before noon. She had 
not been sentenced to be the desolate young wife of an old 
bear of a country Squire, who would tie her down to his bear- 
garden, and bait her with his cousins — ^parsons' wives and 
daughters. Mrs. Sundon had hope and hecurt in her youth 
and beauty as she shared and enjoyed life with her comely 
and elegant young husband, whose listlessness and haggard- 
ness even had a charm, by force of contrast, in Lady Bell's 
eyes. 

Lady Bell sat with her knotting in the far window, her 
hand with its shuttle arrested, her scared eyes and ears 
watching furtively and greedily the club of men by whom her 
presence was forgotten. 

In the absorbing, horrified speculation on the broken 
words and dark hints which reached her. Lady Bell forgot 
the market-place and the country- town sights which had 
occupied her when she had arrived at Peasmarsh, and on 
which the declining September s\m was now brooding peace- 
fully. 

With her woman's faculty of leaping at a conclusion, 
and anticipating every result — painting it in extreme and 
exTaggerated colours — Lady Bell saw the couple whom she 
had Tvistfully admired and envied in a new light. 

She saw the slim, refined gentleman suddenly set upon in 
the dusk, by a band of hired and armed ruffians, and 
brutally mauled and beaten. 

She saw his battered, disfigured body carried home to his 
wife. 

She saw the high-spirited, dignified woman flinging her- 
seK down, in the abandonment of grief, by the wreck, apos- 
tropliizing it under fon'^ names, lifting the iinconscious head 
on her knees, wiping the blood-stains from the face, to leave 
it white and blank, tearing her haii* at the shame and anguish 
of the sight. 



CHAPTER Xn. 

BBTRAYAL. 

T ADY BELL could no more remain quiet under the know- 
ledge she had acquired than ahe could help to commit 
the contemplated deed. 

She was wildly at a loss how to proceed, but whatever 
plans crossed her mind, the idea never entered it to interfere 
by remonstrating with Squire Trevor. She knew by ex- 
perience how bitterly hard it would be to turn him from any 
project. She seemed to know, as well, of how little moment 
ahe was to him, so that her opinion would not weigh a 
feather's weight in the scale with regard to what he should 
do or leave imdone ; nay, that any overture on her part to 
defend Mr. Sundon, would probably only accelerate his fate. 

Lady Bell had very hazy notions of the prerogatives and 
powers of the Sheriff, who was not to arrive till the last 
moment, and of the Mayor, whose house, among others, she 
had invaded. There was the clergyman, another authority 
on the side of order and himianity, but she had already 
ascertained that he was a canon of the nearest cathedral, and 
was then in rtjsidence. 

She was in dreadful uncertainty as to her course of action, 
but she held one impression which was not uncertain. She 
had the persuasion rooted in her from the first, that if she 
Ixlgcd iuforumtioii of the iiitcntU'd assault' on Mr. Sundon, 
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and 80 preyented the wicked stratagem and endangered the 
tones' success in the election, she dared never return to 
Squire Trevor. Her own guilty face would bear evidence 
against her ; she would be condemned to flee for her life 
before the brutal wrath of her husband. 

The alternative would not have been so awful if she had 
possessed the faintest shadow of a city of refuge. But the 
circumstances were very much the same as when her uncle, 
Mr. Gk>dwin, had taunted her with her dependence, she had 
no place to turn to, no friend to espouse her cause or to 
afford her shelter. 

She would never go back to her uncle Gkniwin and her 
aunt Die in the lurid light of their wasted fortunes. 

She would die rather than have recourse to Mrs. Walsh 
and Sally, even if that had been to any purpose so far as 
escaping from the Squire was concerned. On the contrary, 
they would be certain to hand her over immediately to justice 
and her husband, with no farther plea for mercy than might 
be contained in the extorted pledge, that in place of killing 
her outright and being hung for it, as Earl Ferrars had killed 
his servant and been hung in the last generation, he should 
be contented with sentencing her to perpetual imprisonment, 
with his kinswomen to be her jailers. 

However, there was a diflference between Lady Bell's past 
and present trouble. When Squire Trevor had paid her his 
detested addresses, and it was not in her power to reject 
them with contumely, there had only been herself to think of, 
her single interest to consider, and that had not been enough 
to dissolve the numbing spell of conventionality. 

Now. her invention was quickened into the liveliest Nexercise 
by the urgent necessity of others besides herself. The Sun- 
dons — wife and husband — and not Lady Bell alotie, were at 
stake : and, if she aided them, there was no choice of ems 
left her, no deadly dulness of dutiful respectability as opposed 
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to mad defiance and destitution. In her youthful simplicity 
she honestly beliered that she must flee for her life from the 
aroused fury of Squire Treror. If there existed a purpose of 
sacrificing Mr. Sundon, ten times more would she be sacri- 
ficed. 

When the thought occurred to her that she might write to 
warn the Sundons, she rejected it as being a step unworthy 
of the situation, for she was wound up to a tragic pitch. The 
letter might miscarry ; if it were anonymous it had a great 
chance of being passed over ; if it had the name and style of 
the writer the danger was as great, while the success was 
less certain than if the communication were made in a personal 
interview. 

Lady Bell seemed driven to a decisive step, the shortness 
of the time pricking her on. It was on a Sunday evening 
that the plot of disabling Mr. Sundon was loosely framed at 
Mr. Trevor's lodgings, and the mail from London came in on 
Tuesday. 

On Monday morning Lady Bell took the opportunity of a 
messenger's going to Trevor Court to send her maid on the 
pad behind him, to do an errand for her mistress. 

Lady Bell then told the woman of the lodging that her 
head ached, which was true enough, and that she should not 
come down to Mr. Trevor's mid-day dinner. But in place of 
lying down on her bed, as she was understood to do, she put 
on her least conspicuous walking dress, which happened; 
oddly, to be a scarlet doth riding-habit. But this military 
costume was largely worn by squires' and clergyman's wives 
and daughters of the period; a dozen ladies, similarly attired, 
might be looked for doing their shopping and showing 
themselves in PeaHmarsh, under the pressure of the brisk 
hospitalities of the election weeks. 

To the scarlet riding-habit Lady Bell added a hat with a 
thick veil apx>ended to it, and a neckcloth which, in order to 
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protect the under half of the face, was then in use by ladies 
as well as by gentlemen. 

The girl, possessed by one idea, had, girl-like, a certain 
exultation in t&e swift ingenuity and dramatic correctness of 
her arrangements. 

Thus dressed i%>r the occasion, she stole out of the house, 
and when she was no longer within sight of the windows, 
she took a note ready written from her pocket, and hired a 
boy to carry it back to the landlady. In this note Lady BeU 
Trevor stated that she had gone out to take the air for her 
bad headache, when she found that she must pay a visit to a 
friend whom she had discovered in Peasmarsh, and who 
might detain her till late. 

This note she trusted woxdd arrive afber her husband was 
deeply engaged for the afternoon, and would serve to satisfy 
the landlady and prevent her raising any alarm, should she 
miss Lady Bell. There was little danger to be feared firom 
Squire Trevor after the afternoon was well spent, for politics 
were thirsty work. 

Lady Bell had achieved the first part of her slender pro- 
gramme without misadventure. She turned her steps to the 
High Street, in which was the Sundons' lodging, and reached 
them without being recognised. 

She entered without much difficulty, and still unrecognised, 
in the perpetual lev4e held inside and overflowing to the door. 
When she inquired of a busy maid-servant if she could 
speak with Madam Sundon, she was pretty sure of a gracious 
answer, for Madam Sundon could not afford to dismiss any 
petitioner unheard during these days. 

But the house was so full, and the rooms so much occupied, 
that Lady Bell was detained for a time in the passage, and 
then told that she must be taken to wait in Madam Sundon's 
bedroom, tOl madam could spare a moment. 

In making her way through the throng, Lady BeU found 
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much the same noisy fluslied supporters wh ^m site had left 
beliind. One man was yociferating fierce abuse ; but not of 
Sundon — of Trevor. "The ruffianly old tyrant," the orator 
called her husband, and she heard the sentence with a thriU 
of antagonism which she had never expected to feel. 

Just sOy no doubt, she had railed at her husband in set 
phrase, but she seemed first to realise vividly, at this moment, 
that he was her husband ; his credit was her credit, and with 
him, as a result beyond recall, whatever her personal feel* 
ings, she must rise or fall. 

Mrs. 8undon's room was in disorder, like the rest of the 
house, but it had, as it appeared to Lady Bell's wide-open 
eyes, many pleasant tokens. There were strewn about little 
knick-knacks of a toilet-service, hand mirrors in ivory, silver 
pouncet boxes, either for a man's or a woman's use, which 
Lady Bell had not cast eyes on since the sale of Lady Lucie 
Penruddock's effects. 

A gentleman's set of cobweb lace ruffies and Mils-— of 
which it was fine ladies' work, particularly when it was a 
work of love, to do the exquisite mending — ^lay, with the 
needle and thread hanging fixmi the rent, and the gold 
thimble in an open work-box. 

A gentleman's miniature, in which the powdered hair was 
represented in a queue, tied with a blue riband — ^the last 
suiting the effeminate fairness of the complexion, was half 
drawn from its case. Lady Bell saw at a glance that it was 
a likeness of Mr. Sundon, which had the place of honour on 
the table. 

She had not done glancing at these details, and starting 
nervously at eveiy movement, when Mrs. Sundon, in the 
most charming of white morning gowns and close white caps, 
like a baby's cap, came into the room. She stopped short in 
amazement when she saw who was her visitor. 

Mrs. Sundon had supposed that it was some humble solicitor 
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of her patronage, some enterprising daughter of a townsman, 
catching at a straw's pretence to enable her to boast that she 
had seen and spoken privately with the wife of the future 
member. 

''LadyBeU Trevor," exclaimed Mrs. Sundon ; "to what 
have I the honour " — and then her courtesy and her com* 
passionate liking for the young girl came in full force to 
qualify the stateliness of the address. *'Fray be seated, 
Lady Bell, I am happy to see you — but have you walked 
through the streets to-day — ^walked alone ? My dear Lady 
Bell, excuse me, but I think I am a little older than you, 
and have seen rather more of the world. Squire Trevor 
must be extraordinary careless of the charge he has under- 
taken," said Mrs. Sundon, in an unmistakable accent of 
frank disapprobation. '^ I*am sure I am a great deal better 
able to look after myself than you are, but my husband 
would not suffer me to step across the door-step alone, in an 
electioneering town." 

"Pardon me, Mrs. Sundon," objected Lady Bell shyly, 
" Mr. Trevor does not know that I am here, or abroad at all." 

"What! you have ventured out without his knowledge?" 
questioned Mrs. Sundon, still with large-hearted openness, 
and an integrity equal to her generosity. " But that's not 
right. Lady Bell, indeed I must tell you. You are very 
young, and I am young, too, but I know this much, that it is 
very hazardous, and treading on unsafe ground, for you to 
steal a march on your husband, whatever he may be— 1 
mean, however he may provoke you. The younger and more 
unfriended you are, and the more ill-matched you are-^ 
forgive me again—- but one sees that written on your face — 
you ought to be more careful not to give your husband 
ground of offence, or the bad world — I am Mghted it is bad 
and cruel — cause to talk." 

" At least you ought not to blame me, Mrs. Sundon," said 
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Lady Bell, taming away her liead to hide the tears of mor- 
tification running down her cheeks, '' for I came to Berve you 
and youTB.'' 

" Tou oame to serve me, poor little angel ?" protested Mrs. 
Sundon, speaking with as indescribable a softness now as she 
had spoken severely in her yonthAil righteousness a moment 
before, and hovering round Lady Bell, attracted by her with 
the strong, tender attraction which these young women had 
for each other. ** What good deed did you think to do me ? 
I know it was good, for you have an artless, gracious 
feee." 

"It was to bid you to have a care of Mr. Sundon," Lady 
Bell hurried to deliver her warning, '' and to impress upon 
him to be mindful, and not venture about the town alone, as 
you have chid me for doing. Believe me, madam, there is 
greater risk for a gentleman who has many enemies in the 
place than for a foolish creature — ^not an angel — ^with regard 
to whom you have spoken truly when you called her un- 
friended." 

So soon as Mrs. Sundon guessed who was threatened, her 
whole bearing changed. 

Mrs. Simdon was no longer occupied with Lady Bell. An 
infinitely nearer and dearer interest eng^ssed the listener ; 
she never rested till she had drawn the particulars from 
Lady Bell, and then she declared, with paling cheeks and 
widening eyes, ** Gregory Sundon must hear this ; it warrants 
me in interrupting him, however engaged. What might 
have been the consequences, if this wicked plot had not been 
discovered in time ? I owe you an everlasting debt of grati- 
tude. Lady Bell, and so does he. Wait till I come back." 

But after Mrs. Sundon had run to the door, she turned 
round, as if , in the middle of her alarm on her husband's 
account, she had found room for another's strait, and pledged 
herself solemnly, '' You shall be protected, Lady Bell; your 
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noble amends for the inhuman project will not be let rebound 
on your head " — and was gone. 

The pledge was of no avail ; the moment that Lady BeU 
was alone again, the shame of her position, which had struck 
her while she was making her way through Squire Sundon's 
people, returned to her with greater force than oyer. A 
horror of what she had done seized upon her, and rendered 
her incapable of any other consideration. 

What ! remain and encounter her husband's opponent, in 
order to denounce her husband to him, perhaps be taken 
before the Mayor, and compelled to repeat her words publicly, 
have the officers of justice sent, on her information, against 
Mr. Trevor and his associates, and be regarded with loathing^ 
as a traitor in their camp, as well as pursued by their ven- 
geance to her dying day ! 

No ! she could not bear that. She had said enough to put 
Mr. Sundon and his wife on their guard ; she had meant, in 
a vague way, to appeal to Mrs. Sundon for advice and 
assistance — she was so ignorant that she did not know that 
their bestowal might lead the bestower into a serious difficulty 
— in making her escape farther from Squilre Trevor. But 
every other trouble was merged in her present recoil from an 
interview with Mr. Sundon. This imminent danger seemed 
to involve greater and sorer evils than that of a desperate 
solitary flight. 

With her head in a whirl, at the height of her panic. Lady 
Bell did not wait a moment after Mrs. Sundon had quitted 
her. Lady BeU went out as she had come in, through the 
swarming concourse, undetected. 



CHAPTER Xm. 

nJOBT. 

TN Uie street Lady Bell set out walking rapidly — she dared 
not run — straight on in the opposite direction from her 
lodging. 8he had a conviction that she would get out of the 
town presently, and on the great road, where she might over* 
take a conyeyance. 

She had an instinctive perception that Mrs. Sundon, how- 
ever grateful and concerned that Lady Bell should not suffer 
by her magnanimity, would be too much taken up with Mrs. 
Sundon's own husband, with enlarging to him on the risk he 
had run, and the necessity of prudence in his future move- 
ments, to enter at once into a searching investigation of what 
had become of Lady Bell, and an eager tracking of her foot- 
steps. After Mrs. Simdon had discovered that Lady Bell had 
not waited, but had gone with as little ceremony as she had 
come, Mrs. Sundon would naturally conclude that she had 
returned immediately to her husband, to prevent all suspicion, 
and to carry out her programme. For Lady Bell's own sake, 
Mrs. Simdon would resolve to be quiet on the incident of her 
visit. 

Lady Bell reckoned herself secure of not being missed by 
her husband for hours ; and so soon as she was beyond the 
town the probability of her being recogpused was lessened. 
She could venture to walk more slowly, and not wear out her 
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Btrength at etarting, to raise her veil, to push down tiie 
neckcloth wound about her chin and mouth, and allow herself 
a breath of the cool autumn air, in the fever heat of her 
progress, and the agitation which had attended on her 
adventure. 

It was in the latter end of the month of September, but 
the season and weather were fine, and there were still hours 
of daylight. 

Lady Bell was famished with money; she had got an 
ample simi to spend at Peasmarsh. The idea which hiul 
been in her head when she had still thought of confiding her 
case to Mrs. Sundon, and bespeaking her support, was to be 
put in the way of reaching London as speedily as possible. 

When in London she might apply to any survivor of Lady 
Lucie's friends to hide her from Squire Trevor and his 
vengeance, to prociu*e for her a separation from him, to 
help her to get her own livelihood. This would no longer be 
by the poorest place at Court — ^Lady Bell had resigned that 
aristocratic resource — Queen Charlotte was too good and 
happy a wife herself to pardon readily the errors of a miser- 
able young wife. 

But Lady Bell's vision had enlarged so that she conceived 
— ^Lady Bell though she was, she might be dame de compagnie 
to some old lady of quality, on the model of Lady Lucie 
Penruddock. 

Or she might turn her little talents and accomplishments, 
the frivolousness of which had been so scouted, to use, after 
all, by imparting them to the children of some great house. 

Her imagination had grown, like everything else about 
her (she was half an inch taller since her marriage), though 
even her imagination could not persuade her that the bread 
of service would taste anything save bitter to a woman of her 
degpree, but it would bo less bitter than what she had eatin 
at Trevor Court and St. Bevis's, and bitter as it might be, it 
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was all the bread that remained to her, unless she were 
willing to go back and be killed by Squire Trevor. 

On the contrary, she could not help rejoicing that she had 
left him and bondage behind, and that the world was before 
her. The sense of freedom and of a new life sent a certain 
glow and throb of elasticity through her veins. 

Lady Bell trudged on alongside the ragged hedges, and 
keeping by the posts which marked the king's highway, in 
the broken, deeply-rutted road. She ceased to see any trace 
of the election, beyond a spurring messenger now and again. 
The few travellers were of an honest though homely descrip- 
tion. The electioneering had done good for the moment, 
scoured the neighbouring country, and collected the stoutest 
beggars, the most rampageous tramps, into their dens in 
Peasmarsh. 

There was a rustic yeoman, mounted on his best cart-horse, 
with his sister behind him, clasping him round the capacious 
waist, trotting away to spend the evening in hunting the 
slipper and roasting hot cockles with some neighbours. 
There were farm-servants and labourers hieing home from 
their day's work ere night-fall. 

These wayfarers glanced with a little wonder at Lady Bell, 
even in her ordinary scarlet habit, and her neckcloth, as a 
lady who ought to be on her horse, with her servant behind 
her, and who might be on foot and by herself as the result 
of an accident, or in consequence of keeping a private appoint- 
ment. But these were worthy people who took their neighbours' 
adventures coolly, and did not, when they were not accosted 
and asked to interfere, see themselves called on to forsake 
their proper business and pleasure for the sake of a third 
party, in an adventure which might be sorry enough. 

The oountiy folks were much the same as those whom Lady 
Bell had stared at in the light of a novelty on the occasion of 
her journey from London to St. Bevis's. It was not quite a 
6 H 
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year sanoe then; Lady Bell was ttill only between fifteen 
and sixteen, an age, indeed, not rery practical, and alter* 
nating between rashness and timidity. 

She walked o3i in the lengthening shadows and growing 
chilliness, not knowing whither she walked, only feeling that 
she was getting tired and footsore. She resisted, fbr a won- 
derful length of time, the perplexity and downcastness which 
stole over her, and took the place of her foolish satisfaction. 

But fatigue and uncertainty increased until they well-nigh 
OTerpowered her, and she was in danger of sinking down at 
any moment in utter exhaustion and consternation, weeping 
at the prospect of having to stay there all night, and of dying 
of cold, if she were not murd. red by foot-pads. 

At last a country cart, on which a number of pieces of 
furniture, chests of drawers, and bookcases were piled, indi- 
cating the removal from one dwelling to another of some 
household of condition, came along, and drew up just after it 
had passed Lady Bell. 

She was too inexperienced a traveller, and had been too 
dispirited to call to the driver and ask him to give her a cast 
in his cart. "VMien he stopped, her strained nerves caused 
her heart to beat fast, while she urged her trembling steps 
to carry her on, as she pretended not to notice the stoppage. 

The driver was occupied with a commission and a puzsle 
of his own. He first peered through the sinking sunbeams, 
and next shouted after hdr, leaping firom his cart, flinging 
down his reins— confident in the discretion of his team of 
horses, running heavily in pursuit, and finally laying a 
powerful hand on Lady Bell's shoulder to arrest his object. 
Happily, he spoke in the same breath, before she shrieked 
out, with no Squire Trevor near at this time to come to the 
rescue. 

"Holloa! madam, be you parson's new wife as I was to 
overtake and pick up, if so be she hadn't met and ridden o& 
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with panoli ? We ha' mounted and wedged in the feather 
bed, ready, where jo'll sit soft and steadj, and I ha' been 
told to take you to the town." 

Lady Bell reooyered her wits immediately. "No, my 
good man," she said ; " I think the lady must haye met her 
husband since it is getting Icite ; but, will you let me take 
her place till we come up with her ? " 

The man in the smook had pulled his forelock, had looked 
and spoken simply and kindly, and she belieyed she could 
see that she might trust him, while her circumstances would 
hardly be rendered more wretched though he failed her. 

The driyer consented without any difficulty, and hoisted 
her carefully to her seat, where as the horses jogged on, she 
could think of nothing for a time but the welcome rest and 
comparatiye ease which had succeeded her sore weariness and 
flagging exertions. 

But as the sun set, the eyening fell, and the September 
night-air blew chill and cold, the horses floundered in and 
out of the holes in the road ; the ooimtrytnan shouted to the 
horses in language which Lady Bell could not understand, 
with a yiolence which seemed to contradict her impression 
of his kindliness, and he took it upon him to beguile his 
way with a lusty staye, flt to split her ears. 

^ady Bell began to think that she knew of no house to 
shelter her, no bed to lie down upon, except that on which 
she sat by a countzyman's charity. Her deed might 
haye got wind, her husband might be following her ; and 
what countryman, for the yery reason that he was simple 
and honest, would keep a runaway wife from her husband ? 
Then she commenced to shake and shiyer as with an ague fit, 
till eyen the attention of her unobseryant companion was 
called to her. 

** Dang it ! " he cried in loud but not unfriendly surprise, 
** jou are not so afeard ae that of the £cK3t-pada ? Why, 
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none of them has been heard on for weeks in these parts. 
And if thej did turn up, I lay it, they would not be the 
rogues to put hands on a cart with sticks of fiimiture, and 
the loike of a parson's wife, with a husswife, and a groat 
or two in her pocket, instead o' king's gold. My Li* 
wouldn't be so bad at the ghosteses ; but mappen it is the 
night air gotten into your bones — ^you beant cold, now, be 
you ? There ought to be a bed-cover here-a-ways." 

Lady Bell took heart again, and observed to herself that 
if he roared to his horses, he did not strike them ; and he 
spoke gently of his Liz, though poor little Lady Bell had 
not much experience of the home charities which soften a 
man, be he fine gentleman or clown. But she was capable 
of diBtinguishing that her companion pulled out the woollen 
bed-cover, and wrapped it roimd her feet with good will. 

After that, the stars shone out in the sky ; and she could 
read this in them, with her childish, ignorant eyes, so much 
accustomed to look at artificial ceilings, whether painted in 
fresco, or moulded in stucco, or lefb simple oaken beams — so 
little used to look at the blue vatdt of heaven, what Daniel 
read on the walls of a Babylonish palace, the handwriting 
of a divine presence, the same which still finds the mighty 
monarch wanting, and watches over the desolate and 
oppressed. 

Back at Peasmarsh, Squire Trevor had been engaged in a 
deeper carouse than usual; had been carried home dead 
drunk to his lodgings, and had slept off the fumes which had 
mounted to his brain, before he learnt the absence of Lady 
BeU. 

In the meantime, the partially informed landlady had been 
quite unconcerned since die had learnt by Lady Bell Trevor's 
own hand that she had gone to a Mend's where she might 
stay late. 

The landlady was not surprised that the young madam had 
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stretched Ker tether and lain at her friend's ; nay, was she 
not better out of the way, the worthy woman calculated, 
though she herself was not at all sensitive with regard to the 
state in which her lodgers were brought home to her house. 
Moreoyer, she had known many a madam not much older 
than Lady Bell, make no bones about it, but take it as a 
matter of course, that their gentlemen should be lifted out 
of their chairs like so many logs on their return from the 
tavern, and not be fit to bite a finger when they were set 
down. 

But the woman was thrown into the utmost dismay by the 
effect of her words, and by the changeful gusts of passion, 
each more terrible than another, which her announcement 
roused in Mr. Trevor. 

Lady Bell had no friend in Peasmarsh, or out of it. She 
had played him false. She should rue it to the last day of 
her life. He should never let her put a foot within his 
doors again. 

2iOunds! had a girl like Lady Bell been exposed in a place 
like Peasmarsh at a time like this, all night? She must 
have been decoyed, made away with. He would give Trevor 
Comi — ^his life— to see her in honour and safety again. He 
would cause this woman, who had suffered Lady Bell to be 
lost, to pay for it with her miserable means, her vile body. 
He should have her before a magistrate, lay her in prison, 
and leave her to rot there among the demireps, and felons, 
who were fit company for her. 

''Oh, gracious sir! have mercy on me!" implored the 
woman, '' listen to reason! I never knowed there was any 
harm in my lady going abroad, when she had been flourish- 
ing up and down, here and there, and everywhere, for the 
last ten days, by your own orders. Squire. I'll take my 
Bible oath on that; and you too up to the ears with the 
'lection to bear her company. How could I know that she 
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were to go wrong all at oncet, and bo lost, and bring this 
trouble on my poor innocent bead ?" 

An unexpected arrival came to tbe landlady's aid. Mrs. 
Walsb, tbe Squire's cousin, entered, walked up to the Squire, 
and spoke to the point of his miseiy and his conscience. 

''I have ridden over, cousin, because I have heard word 
that, in jour arroganoe and lust to win this canvass, jou have 
been exposing Lady Bell, like a bird with its wings un- 
dipped, to the snare of the fowler. Now, by'the first word 
I hear £rom you, the bird has flown, or been stricken down, 
and its blood be on your bead." 

The difficulty of the situation in which Squire Trevor was 
placed, ooxdd not have been surpassed ; even if Lady Bell 
had deliberately selected the occasion of her quitting him for 
the purpose of baffling and discomfiting him, she could not 
have succeeded better. He could not throw up the chances 
of his election, and abandon his party and his supporters in 
order to seek her. Political feeling ran too high then, to 
admit of such a course, even in a more devoted husband than 
Mr. Trevor. His very vanity and obstinacy which, without 
knowing that she had divulged his secret and provided for 
the safety of his enemy, were enlisted in recovering his 
marital rights, and humbling and punishing Lady Bell, were 
equally enlisted in his standing to his colours, not showing 
the white feather, and going through with, and, if possible, 
winning the election. 

It became a matter of peevish policy even, and of rage 
repressed, that it might be more scathing in the end, to bo 
gloomily silent on the domestic misfortune which had be- 
fallen him. He was constrained to seek in the dark in 
order to discover what could have become of Lady Bell. 
He had to let rumour give out that she was gone, while the 
person most concerned concealed the inexplicable nature 
of her absence. 
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Thus it happened, that Lady Bell Trevor's disappearance 
was whispered as a mystery in Peasmarsh, and that all sorts 
of astounding and contradictory accounts prevailed. 

It was said that Lady Bell had gone up secretly to rx)ndony 
to see about getting a King's patent for conferring a peerage 
on Squire Trevor, because she, a peer's daughter, could not 
brook the descent involved in her being married to a simple 
commoner. 

On the other hand, it was whispered that Squire Trevor 
was so displeased with his wife, because she had lost him 
Goodman Bickards's vote, which Madam Sundon had be- 
guiled from Eickards, by presenting all the women of the 
Bickardses with feather tippets, while Lady Bell had only 
gone the length of bestowing cloth spensers ; that Squire 
Trevor had determined, without delay, on parting from Lady 
Bell. As she had no private fortune, or even pin-money, he 
had whipped her off to France, with the view of confining 
her in a convent for the rest of her Ufe. 

There were other individuals besides Mr. Trevor in Peas- 
marsh, who were behind the curtain ; but who, however 
anxious and full of pity, were reduced to listening to these 
absurd stories, and to doing nothing beyond contributing one 
or two opposite and enigmatical advertisements which were 
inserted, at this date, in the Peasmarsh Chronicle. 

The first was a bounce, and ran as follows ; *' Information 
is demanded immediately by the lawful guardian, with re- 
spect to the minor who has broken bounds and is in hiding, 
whose hiding-place will be tracked without fail, and to whom 
it will be worse in the end if immediate satisfaction is not 
granted." 

The second entreated thus: "The deeply indebted friends 
of an innocent sufferer, beseech that sufferer to afford them 
the opportimity which is ardently desired to relieve unde- 
served misfortunes." 



CHAPTER XIV. 

B YALTT AGAIN. 

A BRCYED at the next market town to Peasmarsh, Ladj 

Bell's driver took her into the lamp-lit inn yard ; and 

when she pressed a recompense upon him, looked doubtfiillj 

at it, and then, as if he would do more to deserve it, hailed a 

sleepy chambermaid. 

'' Here, Dolly, here be a poor madam who has missed the 
coach, or summat, and I ha' given her a lift. She be skeared 
and knocked up. Do you put her up at a reasonable ch^g^ 
and see her on her way in the morning." 

The woman undertook to lead the stranger to a bedroom 
immediately, and good-naturedly promised to bring her 
bread and cheese, and what was left of the hot cyder, before 
she herself retired for the night. 

In passing across the never dark or quiet yard, which was 
surrounded by an old-fashioned brown gallery, forming an 
outside passage from room to room on the second floor of the 
inn, Lady Bell could see the landlord standing, candlestick 
in hand, in the gallery, exchanging a parting word with one 
of his guests. She could hear the words, " There is no lady 
or gentleman wanting to go to Thorpe, who will pay for the 
spare seat in the chaise with you and your wife. There is 
no help for it, since you say you must get on ; but, as you 
complain, sir, it will come plaguey expensive." 
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TaAj Bell had been making her steps slower — she stood 
still altogether. She was, when she was not fit to sink and 
die, ready to see wonders and miracles in every step of this 
journey, and the sight of miracles braced her for the moment, 
and lent her genius, and a faculty of seizing every little 
incident and turning it to her purpose. 

''There is help for it, landlord," she found courage and 
voice to call up, in contradiction of the man. '* I, too, must 
get on to Thorpe. I shall take the vacant seat in the chaise." 

The landlord and the gentleman thus suddenly interrupted, 
leapt asunder like two detected conspirators on the stage. 
The landlord held down his candle, and threw its light on 
the slender little figure in the ordinary lady's travelling- 
dress, standing in the court below, while the gentleman 
cried, ** By Jove ! this smacks of magic ! " 

But the conclusion was arrived at by a third person. A 
lady, with her head enveloped in a night-cap, put it out of a 
door opening into the gallery, and declared promptly, ''It is 
a piece of uncommon good luck. We cannot afiEbrd, for our 
child's sake, to spend a shilling that we can spare — make the 
bargain," and withdrew with as little loss of time as she 
had taken to present herself^ and throw the weight of her 
authority into the scale. 

"Ahem! you understand, madam, that the single seat in 
the post-chaise, with the advantage of our protection and 
society, is dirt cheap at a sovereign," called down the gentle- 
man from his gallery with an air of importance, and also 
with an evident eagerness to turn a penny, which savoured 
of possible impecuniosity in time past, and probable opulence, 
by dint of similar bargain-driving, in time to come. 

"I understand, and I agree," answered Lady Bell, still 

standing in the yard below, awaiting the termination of the 

affair. 

"Then you hold yourself in readiness to be called at six 
• 5* 
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o^eLock m the morning," concluded the gentlemaa witli a 
flourishing bow, to which Lady Bell forced her stiffening 
knees to respond with a cartsey. 

The little transaction was complete — eyen to witnesses 
provided in the chambermaid and the landlord, not oyer 
well-pleased to And his departing and arriying guests in 
league thus to free him of their company. 

The second best bed at the Blue Bear, Bartwich, was not 
more comfortless than Lady Bell's old closet at 6t. Beyis's, 
or more devoid of domestic happiness and sympathy, than 
her room at Treyor Court. Her flight had prospered so far, 
alike beyond her expectations and her deserts; its farther 
progress was secured, and Lady BeU, with the strain on her 
forces relaxed, found herself more fairly and fuUy tired than 
she had ever been before in the whole course of her fifteen 
years of life. She said her prayers, dropping asle^ between 
eyery sentence, but without the least sense of mockery in the 
act ; on the contrary, with a pathetically delusive conviotioa 
at once of tL» reddtnde and the inevitableness of her course. 
The moment she had finished, she sank into thorough insen- 
fiiJjility, and was with difficulty arouaed to keep her appoint- 
ment in the hodden grey of an autumn morning. 

When Lady Bell descended to the public room, which, at 
that hour, was the kitchen of the inn, she found the party 
to which she had attached herself already assembled in 
travelling gear, and engaged without ceremony at breakfast. 

*'Be quick, madam!'' the lady in the mantle, with tlie 
baby in her lap, addressed her, in a tone of command, hardly 
looking at the person to whom, she spoke, she was so ^U of 
her own affairs; '*! must be at Thorpe before two o'clock, 
which, with the stoppage to bait, will take all our time. 
Besides, my child is ready to fall into his morning sleep, 
when he will travel with less hurt to him." 

Lady Bell stared and submitted, not only because of the 
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exig;eiicie8 of the case, but as snbmission must be natural to 
all who came in contact with this lady. 

There was a natural, inefi[aceable power, amounting to 
majesty, which did not suit ill with the woman, even at an 
anti-climax like this, when she was sitting on a wooden stool, 
in a common inn-kitdi^i, herself wrapped in a faded duffle 
mantle, and occupied, between the intervals of feeding the 
child, in supping heartily from a basin of bread and milk for 
her own breakfast. 

Lady Bell had seen royalty in fitting trappings, before a 
ohair of state, on a state occasion, surrounded by the highest 
ceremonial, and waited upon by the utmost homage. The 
girl had been loyally impressed, not only by the ppmp and 
show, but by the genuine queenliness which asserted itself 
in the plain, little, aggressively virtuous German lady who 
was then Queen-Consort of Great Britain. 

But she was now struck by the perception of another sort 
of queenliness, which is no less a birthright, and which does 
not belong to circumstances and situations, being bom in the 
very nature, and pervading its every fibre. 

This lady's full, frank tones, though they were sharper, 
bore a certain resemblance to Mrs. Sundon's tones, so did her 
beauty to Mrs. Sundon's beauty, for the stranger was also a 
beautiful woman, even more remarkably beautiful than Mrs. 
8undon, and with a yet m(»re distinguished cast of face. 

Lady Bell, in her fresh heroine worship, where Mrs. Sundon 
was concerned, could not have conceived that there might be a 
second Mrs. Bundon in the world, and that the second would 
be a successful rival of the first. 

But here she was, and omder the greatest disadvantages 
of dress, without Mrs. Sundon's high-bred graciousness of 
manner to Lady Bell, and with the natural fullness of the 
magnificent proportions of her figure and features, attenuated 

apparently by recent ill-health, and dragged by work and care* 
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Lady Bell was actually nettled and mortified at Having to 
own a Buc'cessflil rival with these odds against her, to the 
idol of Lady Bell's imagination; for whom, in a fit of 
enthusiasm, she had been willing to sacrifice magnanimously 
the little good she had in the world. Notwithstanding, Lady 
Bell was compelled to admit the truth, and, with all her 
youthful, rampant, quality prejudices, to yield to the oooUy 
asserted supremacy of the rival. 

The stranger lady's companion was much more ordinary in 
appearance, though far better dressed than his partner. He 
was one of those fair-complexioned, regular-featured, well- 
grown men, in whose looks there is an inveterate common- 
placeness that in itself stamps them with vulgarity, more 
odious to some minds than the extreme of bizarre ugliness. 

The gentleman showed a strong disposition to take the 
lead, including an irritating charge of the lady, who was the 
moving spirit of the party, and who could clearly not merely 
care for herself, but mould the inclinations of others to suit 
her convenience. 

She moulded this man's turn for management, which she 
could not altogether control, into a saving of trouble in minor 
matters. She allowed him to settle the bill which she had 
looked over, and to establish her and her baby in the very 
eomer of the carriage that she had selected for herself. She 
granted this license with a discreet kindliness of manner, as 
of a woman who made the best of her friend's good qualities 
to the extent of setting store on them. 

Lady Bell detected in a moment, with regard to the gentle- 
man, that, though he wore a superfine riding-coat, he was 
not a man of quality ; while she did no more than suspect 
for a time that the noble-looking woman, in the duffle mantle, 
Vb9 was acting as her own nursery-maid, had not been bred 
in Lady Bell's rank of life. 

For some time after starting, the lady was engrossed with 
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her cbild. When she had hufihed it to rest, she took out a 
book, which she had carried in a reticule, and set herself to 
study it. 

The study was a matter of liyely interest to the gentleman, 
as he bent forward and asked at intervals, ** Have you got 
it yet ? Ain't you mistress of it ? " His insignificance did 
not flow forth in other chatter, happily for Lady Bell, who 
found him as taciturnly indifferent to her as the lady was, 
and much less of an involuntary interruption to her troubled 
thoughts. 

Excited by the change of scene, even by the mild motion 
of a postchaise which exhilarated Dr. Johnson, and by her 
strange fellow-travellers, Lady Bell was continually drawn 
from her cogitations. 

She would wonder if Squire Trevor had discovered her 
escape, and whether all Peasmarsh were up after her. She 
would ask herself what she should do next — ^what would 
become of her after she reached London. 

But absorbing as such considerations must have been to an 
older, more experienced woman, Lady Bell continually broke 
them off to be amused and interested like a child in the 
novelty of her present position, above all, to be fascinated 
with the lady who was more grandly beautiful than Mrs. 
Sundon. 

The lady had her baby asleep on one arm; with the 
other she held up the book, on which her fine dark eyes, 
their loveliest fringe of eyelashes drooping over them as she 
read, were riveted. Her Hps were moving, as if repeating 
the sound of the characters in the intentness of the perusal. 
Once or twice Lady Bell was caught, and was held, as it 
were, spell-bound, by a look of sweetness or scorn or an- 
guish, in apparent sympathy with the text. 

What author could find such a reader, who was never 
tiuiied from him by the September sunshine, or it^ <sloud- 
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•hadovi on ike sombre green, or tbe yellow and %roim of 
leayet and fields, by the jolting of the carriage, by the 
presence of a stranger— only by the clenching of the baby's 
liftUe fist or its drowsy whimper, as it stirred and went to 
sleep again I 

What reader could be thus book-struck, and utterly inac- 
cessible to what were to Lady Bell the irresbtible influences 
of a journey ? 

At last the reader, announcing to her companion that she 
had done her task, closed her book, replaced it in the reti- 
cule, sat up, looked round ker, and seemed preparing to be 
BOciaL 

Her eye glanced inquisitiyely at Lady Bell. ** You missed 
a coach last night, madam ; coaches are often unpunctual, 
either one way or t'other. It is a shame, and should be seen 
to." She began the ooiwersation as if the party had just 
started. 

''I was indebted to a chance ride," answered Lady BeU 
erasively, with the tell-tale colour mounting in her dieeks, 
and a little air, as if she were above being questioned. 

Her questioner took in these details, and looked hail- 
keenly, half-commiseratingly, at her companion. 

The gentleman bent over, and whispered impressiyely to 
the lady, *' Have nothing to do with the girl. It is very odd 
that she should be travelling, and staying over the night 
alone at an inn. You know that you cannot be too par- 
ticular." 

** Pshaw ! " exclaimed the lady aloud, with a little impa- 
tience. Then she gazed out of the chaise window, and 
observed meditatively, ''I am sure I once travelled this road 
before, and by myself. It must have been on my way to 
Guy's Cliff, fv^r in all my joumeyings, as one of a large 
flEanily, I never went alone, save then." 

'^1 ought to remember the occasion, my dear," declared 
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Aa gev^knaaa with « smirk oi aelf-satis^setioft aind eongrattt- 
lation. 

'* So ought 1" reeponded the lady with « little sigh, pass* 
iag into a smile. ** I don't believe that I was older than this 
young lady/' she added suddenly. 

Lady Bell started slightly. She had been disturbed in 
thialdng of the woman before her, five or six and twenty, 
who had only once gone om a soHtaary journey, and who had 
now her baby nestling in her arms, and her husband, only 
too attentive, sitting opposite her. 

-* I am nearly sixteen years of age," Lady Bell repliefl, for 
she had been schooling herself to make frieoids in that world 
•n which she was lanjuched; and she had been reflecting 
upon what aeoount dbe would give of herself. The manners 
of thifr lady, a little impulsive and unfinished, as they were*, 
did not repel Lady Bell, so she proceeded naively, ^' I have 
already been in service," she brought herself to describo it 
thus ; *' unfortunately for me, madam, it was a hard service ; 
therefore I am looking out for another — ^I am bound for 
London on that errand." 

The woman to whom Lady Bell spoke, if not a woman of 
quality, but something infinitely greater, knew the ring of 
quality as she knew the heart of human nature. 

She gave her husband a look to silence him, a telegraphic 
look, which said as plainly as look could say, '' This is a girl 
of position masquerading in broad day. Let her make what 
statement she will, can't I see thi^ugh disguises ? Ah ! set 
a thief to catch a thief. Don't I know her kind, having 
counted women of quality among my friends since I was u 
poor little waif? If she be a runaway, as I strongly sus- 
pect, she is tolerably sure to be sought after, and there will 
be no loss tc those who have taken care of her. In the 
meantime her company will be a gain to me, for you know 
that I aim at refined thoughts and high-bred dignity in the 
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fullest swing of my profession. The worst is, that I am 
afraid slie has done something amiss, poor child ! and I am 
not one of your lax people, who are all for wrong-doers, but 
surely it cannot be anything purely bad and unpardonable, 
and she so young." 

^'Looking out for service, are you, madam?" the lady 
inquired openly, with no failure of respect in her tone, though 
she assumed a confidential manner, in defiGmce of her stolid 
partner's coughs and winks. " Why, I think if you are not 
too difficult, and like to rest a little on your way to London, 
I might accommodate you for a week or two. I am Mrs. 
Siddons, late of Drury Lane, now of the Bath Theatre ; but 
I am on a tour, at present, in the midland counties, and I 
shoidd be the better of a genteel, modest, young female to 
accompany me, to help me at my lodgings with my waxdrobe, 
and with my little oharmer, Henry." 



OHAPTEB XV. 

LI7B WITH THE PLAYBB8. 

^FHE prospect was not aUuring to Lady Bell. It soondwd 
like a horrible descent and social fall. She had not 
even heard of Mrs. Siddons, for Mrs. Abingdon had been the 
£rst lady in the theatrical world when Lady Bell had been 
in a box at the play. 

But the g^l was taken with the actress, as well as tempted 
to close with the first offer of shelter and support, and there 
was a spice of adventure in the offer dear to the girlish 
heart. 

**K you will let me stay with you over your first halt," 
Lady Bell suggested a compromise, hesitatingly, ''I shall 
indeed be glad of the rest, and we could see how we — how I 
shall suit.'' 

** Exactly," agreed the actress, cordially; " and what am 
I to call my young friend ? " 

** Arabella Barlowe," replied Lady Bell, hastily supplying 
only her first and middle names. 

"Very well. Miss Barlowe, then will you be so obliging 
as to take little Henry from me, till I stretch my arms." 

Lady Bell complied with the request, but, unaccustomed to. 
the office she had ^undertaken, she held the child in a con- 
strained position, and he immediately set up a cry. 

Mr. Siddons shook his head meaningly, as if to sig^nify 

I 
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aiitici])atio]i of the failure of the scheme, and to add the 
reproachful reminder, **I told you to have nothing to do 
with her, yet here you've gone and engaged her as a com- 
panion, without a character from her former mistroBS, on the 
shortest acquaintance, and that in very doubtful circumstances 
where the girl is concerned. Was there ever such rashness, 
or wrongheadednesB heard of? What would become of you, 
with all your talents, if I were not here to direct them and 
look after you ? You know how much the success of such an 
actress as you are, depends nowadays on respectabiliiy, and 
how an undesirable connection may do us irreparable injury. 
Tet here you go, and will take no telling. And the white- 
faced, stuck-up thing is going tolbe useless into the bargain.'' 
But Mrs. Siddons showed no annoyance or regret while 
she resumed her charge, turning amde Lady Bell's discom- 
fiture with a well-bred, good-tempered observation, " When 
you have little ones of your own, Miss Barlowe, you will 
know better how to guide them. I see that you have no 
little brothers or sisters." 

** Neither big nor little," admitted Lady Bell ; '' I waa the 
only child in the house of a grand-aunt." 

" Poor child ! poor, old-fashioned, solitary litHe one," 
lamented the older woman, with sincere pity, thinking of her 
own homely, much interested father and mother, and the 
many-childed sociality which had belonged to the strolling 
players' troop. 

At the same time Mrs. Siddons was disposed to proceed to 
something more profitable than the indulgence of sensibility. 
8he started a question of costume, and there she found Lady- 
Bell capable and alert, Mrs. Siddons did not doubt in prac- 
tice as well as theory, for every well-brought-up young lady 
was then fairly versed in the mysteries, not merely of clothes, 
but of their making. 

As Lady BeU conversed with animation and skill on the 
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of Back-backs, girdles, neglig^M^ Idrs. SiddoiiB took 
ker little revenge, and nodded triumphantlj to her husband. 
Perhaps she hod a sense of one of her weak points as an 
actress, that she dressed often badly, though in some degree 
artistically. She might have a conscioiisness that it would 
be better for her if she could always command the correct 
judgment, delicate taste, and dever fingers of ''a real 
lady." 

The last stage in the journey of the little party brought 
them to the town of Thorpe, where Mrs. Siddons was to 
attend a rehearsal and act the same night, and where private 
lodgings, apart from the theatrical properties — daggers, 
smeared with red paint, sheet-tin for thunder — ^were secured, 
as the first lady's engagement was to last for a week. 

Miss Barlowe was not wanted at the rehearsal, nor, as 
Mrs. Siddons decided, after a moment's thought, to attend at 
the theatre at all. 

But, as a resident in the actress's family, the girl had a 
pass to see the play, in her travelling dress, from a private 
box. She accepted the privilege reluctantly, out of com- 
pliment to her patroness (how proprieties were reversed 1), 
and imder the somewhat pompous escort of Mr. Siddons. The 
great object which Lady BeU proposed to hers^ was to be as 
little seen as possible, in her shady nook of the dark little 
theatre, and to get away from its crowd as quiddy as she 
could. It was not that she feared detection much, for she 
had never been within many miles (stronger words in those 
days) of the town of Thorpe, and was not acquainted with 
anybody in its neighbourhood ; but she was ashamed of her 
situation. 

Lady Bell began by admiring Mrs. Siddons's wonderM 
beauty, and by idly following the story behind the footlights. 
Before long Lady Bell had forgotten who she was and where 
she was. She had forgotten Mrs. Sdddons aa the lady whom 
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Lady Bell had first seen sitting in a duffle doak, breakfasting 
in an inn kitchen, who was like, but even more beautiful, 
than Mrs. Sundon, and whose likeness to Mrs. Sundon had 
something to do with the readiness with which Lady Bell had 
agreed to serre for a time as a waiting gentlewoman. 8he 
had forgotten her fellow-auditors, with whom, in the utmost 
community of feeling, she was straining her eyes, clasping 
her hands, weeping her heart out. 

The girl was transported by the magic of genius into a 
world of which she had never heard or dreamt — a world 
which penetrated through, and reached far beyond her world 
of high life— the only world she had known, or cared to 
know. 

Lady Bell left the theatre entranced, and fascinated. She 
was resigned, content to be handmaid to a goddess, to spend 
her mornings helping to pull up and down, re-fashion and 
re-arrange Mrs. Siddons's trappings, since in the eyenings she 
was brought into thrilling, shuddering contact with the loye, 
rage, grie^ and despair of Isabella, Zara, Mrs. Beverley, Jane 
Shore, nay, caused to experience their struggles and despair, 
and to make them her own. Such was the wonderful effect 
upon Lady Bell of Mrs. Siddons's seizure of every character — 
its rich, varied utterance, its very looks, attitudes, and ges- 
tures, to which the beautiful face, with its speaking eyes, the 
fine fig^e, with its rounded, supple arms, alike lent them- 
selves, willing slaves to the soul's Catholicism. 

The sight was an education worth a state of servitude to 
the young girl. The very range of characters which Mrs. 
Siddons at that time played, brought them within Lady Bell's 
comprehension, whereas the higher range of the Shake- 
spearean characters could only have struck such a girl in her 
sixteenth year, blind and dumb with amazement and awe. 

There oould not have been a broader contrast between the 
sad monotony and brooding — ^almost inane hostility of Lady 
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Bell's life at St. Beyis's cund Trevor Court, and this introduc- 
tioii to the laya flow of human passion. 

When Lady Bell recalled the former passages in her life, 
and put them side by side with this, she felt tempted to hug 
herself on the change, and to wonder with g^lish levity 
and malice what Mrs. Kitty, Squire Trevor, and Mrs. Walsh 
would say, if they saw her thus fall of interest and joy in 
existence. 

From the theatre Lady Bell was wont to return home with 
Mrs. Siddons ; and, while Lady Bell was still in an ecstasy, 
to witness what was a greater trial to the preservation of an 
illusion than any proximity to spangles and lacquer could 
have proved. 

The great actress refreshed herself after her exertions, by 
eating a hearty supper of beefsteak-pie and porter, which she 
enlivened with some rather heavy, if feminine enough 
humour ; for the tragic muse had a tendency to be ponderous 
—call it grandiose, even in her womanly fun. 

Mr. Siddons criticized the performance, to which he could 
only hold the candle, and cumbered with small directions for 
her next part, the wife whose gifts he believed he could 
measure, in proportion as he could reckon their conmiercial 
value. 

It is saying something for young Lady Bell that she came 
triumphantly through the ordeal. Youth is irreverent, and 
** quality " is supercilious, yet Lady Bell was able to reverse 
th^ proverb of the hero and his valet. She was so much of 
the heroine herself in pla3dng the waiting-maid, that she still 
saw a heroine in her mistress. 

Lady Bell was selling her birthright, and considering it 
well sold in return lor beholding the creations of a woman 
of genius. 

But the woman of genius, a compoxmd of glorious imagina- 
tion and shrewd calculation, of truth of heart and some 
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iforldly-iniiidedneBs, was not so sure of her sliare of the 
bargain. 

Let it be remembered that these days were before Mrs. 
Siddons's great success, rather afker her sore defeat, when she 
had been driven from the London boards in artistic disgrace, 
and was drudging unremittingly to retrieve her mistake and 
maintain her little family by playing at pN}vincial theatres 
and in country towns. 

Mrs. Siddons found that any pursuit (having over-leapt 
such towns as Thorpe, to grope wildly for Lady Bell in 
London) which Miss Barlowe's flight might have occasioned, 
was not likely to reach the fugitive, while the self-constituted 
guardian did not see, or seeing, could not understand the 
guarded advertisements in the newspapers. 

Mrs. Siddons began to think her young companion a 
serious source of responsibility, for which there was not suf- 
ficient recompense in Lady Bell's conscious assistance in 
dress, and unconscious lessons in style. And this in spite of 
what happened one day, when Lady Bell being present as 
Mrs. Siddons was trying on a crown of pasteboard and gold- 
beater's leaf, to wear in the character of Boxalana, the girl 
startled the actress by objecting inadvertentiy, *^ the Queen 
wore a coronet at her Birthday, not a high-peaked thing like 
that." 

It was true that as Mrs. Siddons, when she was not on the 
stage, held herself aloof £rom her theatrical companions, and 
was the most domestic of public women, she could keep ^'a 
genteel, modest young female " in her household from many 
doubtful and dangerous associations. But, since this young 
lady had no view of going on the stage, Mrs. Siddons judged 
rightly that« in the interests of all parties, there was no reason 
why Miss Barlowe should continue to undergo any exposure 
to the evils attendEint on a theatrical connection. The 
•up^rviaion necessary to ward off such evils became irk«> 
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flooie when prolonged, and the game was not wozth the 
candle. 

The scruples were brought to a crisis by an accident. Lady 
Bell had foolishly carried her note-book in her pocket, and 
got the pocket picked when she was returning one night from 
the representation of Veniee Preserved^ believing that she 
was walking and talking with Venetian and princely con- 
spirators in halls painted by Bellini and Titian, instead of 
among the rabble of a little bill-stuck lane in an English 
country town. 

Mrs. Siddons did not relish this proof of the power of her 
art ; she looked a little indignant and disgusted. It might 
be her note-book which Miss Barlowe would lose next, only 
Mrs. Siddons always kept that safe in her own pocket or her 
husband's. 

Mrs. Siddons's gravity at the casualty outlasted Lady Bell's 
mercurial dismay, for the young lady soon proceeded to com-^ 
fort herself more frankly than cunningly, with the considera- 
tion, ''It was but two five-pound notes after all, and as I 
have lately provided myself with two suits, and you pay my 
travelling expenses, I shan't want it at present." 

The next day Mrs. Siddons set about trying among the 
acquaintances who gathered round her at every stoppage in 
her tour, whether she could not procure another situation for 
Miss Barlowe. The agreeable and obliging young lady was 
only Mrs. Siddons's eamptigmm de voyage, and would be no 
longer wanted by the actress when she should settle down for 
the winter in her home at Bath. 

Mrs. Siddons was fortunate in hearing at once of something 
moderately suitable, and directly communicated her doings 
and their success to Lady Bell. 

''My dear Miss Barlowe, you know I should like to have 
you with me always," she broke the matter, " but what can I 
do ? I am a poor woman, working hard for my family, and 
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I must think of their interest before mj own indinationB, 
or even those of my fidends." 

Lady Bell, in her brief season of security (for after the first 
few days, she had confided absolutely in Mrs. Siddons), and 
of mental enlargement and delight, had not looked farther 
than the day. She was so astounded and heartHstricken by the 
tidings of her dismissal, that her pride was in abeyance for 
a moment. ''Are you going to send me away from you, 
madam?" she asked, her eyes widening, her pouting lips 
drooping with distress and afinght. " Oh ! is not this too 
great a punishment for letting my money be stole ? " 

**My dear Miss Barlowe," repeated Mrs. Siddons in 
remonstrance, ''you make a great mistake. I have no 
right to punish your carelessness in letting your money go. 
I am planning for your good. Even if it were not so," she 
added immediately, with the candour which was always in 
excess of her conciliatory qualities, ** I have no room for you, 
or any call for a companion at Bath. I own, with pleasure, 
that I have already got fond of you, but you must see, un- 
happily, it is a fondness which I cannot afford to indulge, 
when I have my children to think of, in the first place," and 
she turned and caressed her little Henry. 

Mrs. Siddons urged the plea as if it admitted of no con- 
tradiction. She urged the same plea many a time from 
youth to age, in trampling down generosity, and even justice, 
till the very world that worshipped her genius, Was outraged 
by her family selfishness. In like manner, women urge it 
still, without doubt or stay, as if family selfishness becomes a 
divine right in the breasts of mothers. 

By this time Lady Bell had recovered herself. **Very 
well, madam, it id a question for you to decide," she said, 
steadying her mobile face and trembling voice, by a force 
put upon them, which obtained Mrs. Siddons's approbation. 
She ooidd almost have wished that Miss Barlowe had gone 
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on the boards, but then, though she had emitted no other 
spark of histrionic ability, she might have grown, what with 
her fresher, more tender youth, the mystery of her con- 
cealed rank, and her unmistakable air of distinction, a 
dangerous rival. The woman who know her own genius 
was too great to be morbidly vain and jealous, but she had 
''ztoitionate children. 



CHAPTER XVL 

OOMPJkKIOK TO 1088 XIKG800TB. 



11/ ILL you be 80 good as to tell me the arrangements which 
you have made for me ? " requested Lady Bell, remem- 
bering that as her money was lost, it was out of her power 
to undo these arrangements. 

"With all my heart, my dear," replied Mrs. Siddons 
cordially. She was thankful to have discharged an un- 
gracious task, though she had not for a moment been 
uncertain of her obligation, so that her serenity had only 
been slightly ruffled. ** The lady who wishes a companion 
at so yastly opportune a moment, that we ought to be grate- 
ful for the chance, and I see that you have the sense to 
regard it in that light, is Miss Kingscote, of Nutfield, three 
miles from here. She had come in to see the play on Friday 
night, and spoke of the opening to Mrs. Bunbury, who men- 
tioned it to me." 

** Do you know an3rthing more ? " asked Lady Bell, feign- 
ing curiosity to hide how dispirited she was. 

" Yes, sure ; I have made every inquiry on your^aoooimt," 
said Mrs. Siddons readily. " I took the opportimity to ride 
out to Nutfield when you were eng^aged with the trimming of 
the pink train, yesterday. It is a nice sort of country place, 
though I must explain that the family were thrown back in 
the world by the villainy of an uncle, and are only working 
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their waj forward again, which is greatly to their credit. I 
thought it better that you should not know of the proposal 
till it was all settled, which it is, with your consent." 

** I should like to hear what my duties will be." 

" Ay, and what your salary will be ; don't forget that, and 
don't beg^ blushing at the name, child, not though it were 
'wages.' It is easy to see that you have not been so 
hardened as L But ' what's in a name,' especially when 
the price of our hire is for the benefit of the helpless creatures 
dearest to us? Oh, I forget, Miss Barlowe, you are not 
sixteen, and still a spinster ; indeed I don't recommend early 
marriages, and you will have plenty opportunities yet to 
change your name. But a married woman is apt to measure 
her neighbour's obligations by her own." 

''Is there only one Miss Kingscote?" interposed Lady 
BeU. 

"Yes, sure, and I should say she is a'good round dozen of 
years your senior. She stays out at Nutfield with a bachelor 
brother, who is half a dozen years younger than she is ; in 
short, who stands between her and you in point of age. I 
wish the difference had been the other way." 

" Why, madam? " demanded Lady Bell, like a little Turk. 

"Tou need not look affronted." Mrs. Siddons did not 
mind much having given the affiront. '*Try for your own 
sake, Miss Barlowe, and not be so thin-skinned ; however, 
neither that defect, nor Mr. Charles Kingscote's twenty- 
two years can be mended in a day. I told you that the 
villainy of an uncle had nearly undone this generation at 
Nutfield, just as it happens in the plays ; however, this 
man's waste and fraud were discovered before it was too 
late. The Kingscotes have just been able to keep their 
place, which their friends have been nursing back to pro- 
sperity till the yoimg man grew up. He is only waiting at 
home for a pair of colours, which he is certain to get in 
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these war times, so that you may not be long troubled with 
him. An idle young man is a great trouble and snare. You 
see I think it right to warn you, Miss Barlowe " — Mrs. Sid- 
dons cleared her conscience— '' before sending you to this 
situation." 

** Mr. Charles Kingscote will not keop me back," asserted 
Lady Bell, crossing her hands with an almost comical, 
youthful arrogance in her attitude, which expressed, **I 
shall put the young bumpkin in his proper place and keep 
him there, trust me for that." What she said in words was, 
" But you have not told me my duties." 

** Nor your salary ; I am coming to them. However, I must 
state to you in fairness. Miss Barlowe, I also warned Miss 
Kingscote that her proposed companion was a very genteel, 
pretty yoimg g^l." 

**I am much obliged to you, madam," acknowledged 
Lady Bell in an accent of anything save obligation. , 

" But she would not be warned any more than yourself,*'' 
protested Mrs. Siddons bluntly, ** for the woman is a bom 
idiot, though I don*t mean that you are similarly affi(fted," 
she broke off, laughing ; ** at the same time she is very good- 
natured, is this Miss Kingscote, as I hear. It need not 
be a harder task than another for you to have a little patience 
with her, and behave with reserve and prudence, as I do not 
doubt you will, to the brother." 

'* Madam, I am not going to be a companion to the brother," 
objected Lady Boll, with solemn impatience ; *' what am I to 
do for the lady ? " 

**You are to teach her all your tambour and knotting 
stitches, work up her mess of * pretty work,* as she calls it, 
help her with her plain work and housekeeping, walk with 
her, and be company for her in the evening, since she is lone- 
some when her brother is abroad. She does not feel dull 
in the country during the summer, because since the family 
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fell in the world, they have been in the habit of giying 
quarters to frieiids and letting the spare rooms in their house; 
but these are only wanted for the long days and the fine 
weather, and Miss Kingsoote cannot ' a-bear ' the thought 
of a winter all alone with Master Charles, out at Nutfield. 
The salary is a g^uinea a month, with board and washing 
provided. I can tell you many a duchess does not give 
her children's governess a third more, but I would not 
take a shilling less for you. Will you engage, Miss Bar- 
lows?" 

^'I will, madam, till I can make a better of it," answered 
Lady Bell not very meekly. 

Mrs. Siddons did not censure her young friend's peevishness 
and ambition ; on the contrary, she told Lady Bell seriously 
that it was the first duty of every well-disposed, sensible 
young woman, to do what she could to better her condition 
in the world, and even to prove a prop and ladder by which 
those belonging to her might stay themselves, and climb to a 
higher estate. 

Lady Bell was passed on to Nutfield without delay. Her 
dignity was put perforce in her pocket, since she travelled 
neither by berlin, nor landau, not even by a yellow post- 
chaise, but by a convenient waggon. 

The short ride carried Lady Bell through an undulating 
countay, the abounding wood and water of which must have 
rendered it, in the season, an Arcadia to the lovers of nature 
of the period, who were neither more nor less than landscape 
gardeners. 

In spite of Miss Kingscote's dislike to being out at Nut- 
field without the solace and sympathy of another *' female " 
of her rank, to share her dearth of activity, and her ** nerves 
and twitters " in winter, the neighbourhood was not lonely 
or thinly peopled. There was even evidence of the rising 
appreciation of its Arcadian character. 
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Not only was the adjacent country town decidedly aristo- 
cratic in its buildings, there were one or two attempts in its 
suburbs at fancy cottages and lodges — gothic and sylyan, — 
with grounds in keeping, modest modifications of renowned 
Strawberry Hill. To these the townspeople and denizens of 
greater towns, sometimes even of London itself, retired, and 
came, on occasions, to enjoy rural felicity and life in villi- 
giaturaf when they recorded innocently, to their poetic and 
philosophic credit, that they were, of their own free will, 
burying themselves for months at a time in the depth of 
the country, and the romantic solitude of the wilds. 

But Nutfield was a house of a diiierent description. It 
was an old grey manor house, limited in extent, though its 
space was yet too great for either the needs or the means of 
its well-descended owners. They were glad to turn its 
vacant rooms to profit, by converting them into country 
lodgings, without abating a jot of their claims to gentility. 

Nutfield had never been a place of the same extent as 
Trevor Court and St. Bevis's, and it had shared to some 
degree the fate of its proprietors in being reduced very nearly 
to the rough, uncared-for plight of a farmhouse. But the 
solidity of the walls and a certain tenacity as well as stout- 
ness in the human constitution, had served Nutfield and the 
Kingscotes alike in good stead. 

Nutfield was marked by a quaint massiveness in its original 
muUioned windows, which caused the light to dwindle to 
darkness visible within doors, and in its heavy cross-beams 
that looked as if they were about to fall and crush the 
occupants. Mullions and cross-beams were not altogether 
without their pleasantness, and suited the primitive situation 
of the house in tho middle of an orchard, where the mossy 
arms of the old fruit-trees stretched so close to the house, 
that they farther darkened it^ and fiung their shifting 
shadows on the floors. 



COMPANION TO MISS KINGSCOTE. 1 27 

"Within doom, the old ebony-black Aimitnre, frayed drugget 
and matting, with some remnants of faded woollen tapestry, 
and a smoked black picture or two framed in the panels, 
promised at least peacefid stability, friendly familiarity and 
simple ease and comfort. The aspect of the place contrasted 
on the whole fayourably with the ghastly bareness of St. 
Bevis's, and the painful pretence at home, which was no home, 
of Treror Court. 

Miss Eingscote had not the charm which, but for its being 
the IQngscotes' ancestral house, she herself could never have 
found in Nutfield. 

Miss Kingscote was a round* dumpy woman, with a large 
fiat face, like a flat surface of any kind catching<^leamB and 
reflections from surrounding objects, but incapable of indivi- 
dual lights and shadows. Her sprigged linen gown and 
roxmd cap of her own knitting, made her figure look still 
more unshapely, and her face more like a shallow saucer. 
She was awkward to unoouthness, as she nodded to refined 
Lady Bell. 

It was dear before Miss Kingscote opened her mouth, that 
the woman whom the loyalty or the caprice of the county 
gentry chose to retain, nay, to reinstate in their ranks, was 
simply hopeless in the extreme rusticity which had been her 
early heritage from neglect and dishonesty. 

'Tm glad to see you, miss," she said to Lady Bell, pro- 
ceeding in grossly illiterate language, which first shocked, 
then tickled the delicate ears that listened to it. '' You're a 
coming to a dull part, I would have you to know that, and 
no mistake ; you see * I never was known to lie,' no more 
than the man as told the ftmny story of the Bam of Derby- 
shire. But to be content and hearty, them are the ways to 
make Nutfield and life cheerier. I mean to try 'em, miss, I 
do, if so be you'll be good enough to lend me a hand." 

Withal there was a foolish importanoe and a simpering 
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affectation about ^liss Kingsoote wliicli bore out Mrs. 
Siddons's verdict on the country lady's understanding. But 
no doubt she was good-natured, only her good-nature took, 
at first, a vexatious form. 

Lady Bell was labouring to preserve her incognito, to 
shape her own bearing and tones to the calling which she 
had adopted. But what was she to do when Miss Kingscote 
began by loading her hired companion with all the honour 
and attention which she could pay Lady Bell, and by insisting 
on waiting upon Lady Bell ipstead of consenting to be waited 
upon by her? 

This unexpected and dangerous intuition of Miss Kings- 
cote's, thoroughly disconcerted Lady Bell, and might have 
brought the deceiver to the brink of detection, had not the 
sense of awe with which she had inadvertently impressed her 
employer speedily worn off the smooth plane. Miss Kings- 
cote quickly drifted back, to Lady Bell's relief, into her 
normal condition of an easy-going communicative simple- 
ton. 

Within an hour, Lady Bell heard that the Kingseotes had 
been no small drink in England a mort of years before, as 
early as King Arthur's time or thereabouts — ^when they 
would have thought neither Clifford nor Talbot of their 
brewst. What a proper young man Master Charles was, 
and how all the g^ls were pidling caps for him. How well 
Miss Kingscote had looked when she walked into Lumley at 
Assize time, in her pea-green tabinet petticoat and cherry- 
coloured gown. 

There were no shady hollows, not to say dark gulfs, in 
Miss Kiugscote's nature and history, notwithstanding that 
the latter had not been without its romantic reverses. Lady 
Bell was bidden inspect them from end to end, the very first 
day. She was made the recipient in full of the narrative of 
Undo Mat's worst iniquities. She heard how the Kingseotes 
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had been reduced within Miss Kingscote's recollection, to the 
plainest of clothing and coarsest of fare. 

" And I was not dead beat, or as heavy as a Dutchwoman 
in those days neither, miss," laughed Miss Kingscote with 
her horse laugh. **Lud! no, it is the man or woman as is 
the jewel. I was called a spirity strapping lass by them as 
saw me then, and never knew I was a lady." 

Lady Bell had stared, had repressed an inclination to titter, 
had taken another view of the case, and given way, in spite 
of every effort, to a dreary girlish sense of self-abandonment, 
and of being inevitably swamped in this overflow of homely 
folly. What a companion after the great actress ! 

Lady Bell was fain to prick her ears at the sound of an 
approaching light firm footstep, and decently cultivated 
ringing voice. 

*' Are you there. Deb?" called the voice unceremoniously. 
"I suppose you han't got your serving and talking commo- 
dity yet, as I don't sight any traces of her. Deb, come out 
this minute, and look at my partridges." 

*'Lawk-a-daisy, there's brother from his shooting, and 
I've forgot to have a toast and tankard ready for him," 
exclaimed Miss Kingscote, ambling out of the parlour. 
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CHAPTER XVn. 

1CA8TEB 0HABLB8. 

'THERE iras a whispered colloquy outside the door, suc- 
ceeded bj the entrance of a frank, open-faced young 
fellow, looking very comely in his green coat, and yet 
retaining a comical likeness to Miss Kingscote. 

The gentleman was coming up freely to Lady Bell, pre- 
pared to regard her as an acquisition, in the profits of which 
he was entitled to a sh^re. 

He was not going to address her with the formal '' I have 
the honour," or ** Your servant," but with a friendly jocular 
"Good morning to you, Miss Barlowe, now that you have 
come to hand. Don't let my sister and you put out your 
bright eyes with fine stitching," when he, too, was induced 
to reverse the usual order of greeting to a companion, though 
making his amendment on more intelligent principles than 
those which had influenced Miss Kingscote. 

Instead of speaking at all, he gave Lady Bell an amazed 
confused bow in return for her perfectly calm curtsey, and 
turned aside muttering to himself, ''By George, she is a 
highflyer, and no mistake, she must be a tragedy queen 
herself." 

Miss Kingscote was senselessly elated by the manner in 
which her companion struck Master Charles. *' Don't you go 
for to contradict me again," said his sister, with a meaning 
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chuckle, shaking her fat finger at the lad ; ** muni's the word, 
but we've all heard tell of pearls before swine.'' 

Lady Bell, in spite of her former heroics, was rather 
pleased to see in the dire dearth of 83rmpathy which threatened 
to prerail in other quarters at Nntfield, that Master Charles, 
as his sister generally styled him, even in addressing him 
with simple honour and doting fondness, was personable and 
companionable. 

But he was no such likely mate for Lady BeU, even had she 
been free, that she should be carried off her feet by his home- 
spim attractions. These had not been cultivated beyond 
the point to which their natural manliness and intelligence 
had been brought by the parson of the parish, who had 
volunteered to act as young IQngsoote of Nutfield's governor, 
and by the country town's fencing and dancing master, who 
had undertaken to convey to the young fellow a version of 
the deportment and manners of a gentleman. But Lady 
Bell had known fine gentleman. 

Lady Bell had been determined on keeping Master Charles 
at a distance. She owed it to the sedateness with which 
she was bound to behave, and to her knowledge of the real 
difference of their rank. So she beg^ by being very quiet 
and reserved, and by resisting the faint and finally bashful 
advances of the master of the house. 

But circumstances were tremendously against Lady Bell. 

Nutfield was a country house where winter was approach- 
ing. Miss Kingscote was a garrulous rustic, from whom 
neither edification nor enlivenment, except of one kind, could 
be expected. 

Master Charles was a gentleman, although of the plainer 
sort, prepossessing in look and speech, not without parts, 
information, and spirit, of an age not exceeding twenty-two. 

Lady Bell was guileless, ingenuous as far as she dared 
to be ingenuous, naturally animated and enterprising, trained 
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in a school of refLnement and finish, and delicately hand- 
some. 

Lady Bell was unable to gainsay Master Charles in making 
fHends with him, so far as allowing him to be on cordial 
terms with her. Soon he brought her trophies from the 
game preserves and hunting field. He considted her on his 
purchased in the little town. 

''Look here, Miss Barlowe," he would say, "my tailor 
tells me this brocade, of which I hare a pattern for a waist- 
coat, was brought right from France on an order of Sir 
Peregrine Cust's. Do you affect it ? lend me your taste." 

He told her of his pngagements, and gave her a full account 
of his sayings and doings, and those of his friends. " I was at 
Colonel Barnard's last night," he would mention. " We had 
games, and the ladies proposed riddles. I wish my plaguey 
memory had retained them for the benefit of Deb and you, 
Miss Barlowe. What do you think? Miss Polly, the 
colonel's daughter, stood up and danced a jig first-rate with 
her brother the sailor." 

He confessed that he had been longing desperately for his 
commission, but he was not so impatient now that Miss 
Barlowe had kindly consented to bear his sister company. 
They formed quite a little colony at home, who could play 
cribbage, piquet, or Pope Joan, of an evening, and be inde- 
pendent of the great world without — not that he was not 
going where glory waited him, that he did not mean to earn 
his right to sit down like an old man by his modest fire-side. 

Lady Bell, though she had sufiicient caution to keep her 
narratives within boiinds, repaid Master Charles's confidences 
by fine stories out of her short Hfe with the players, out of 
the plays she had seen acted, and the few books which she 
Iiad read. 

She took his advice seriously on the feather trimmings which 
she was manufacturing for Miss Kingscoto's furbelows, whether 
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the turkeys' feathers did not "come in vastly pretty as a 
silver grey after the golden brown of the pheasants' 
feathers ? " 

With a little pressing she sang to him, as an appropriate 
ec^o of his military aspirations, ''Over the hills and far 
away ; " she suffered him to esoort her — to be sure Miss 
Kingscote was generally with her — ^when he overtook her on 
these country roads, which, in the shortening winter days, 
were not only barely sunndxintable in their mud and mire, 
but which wore frequently forbidden to unattended women 
in the end of the last century. 

In short, Master Charles and Miss Barlowe were gliding 
fast into an innocent, inconsiderate, highly perilous intimacy, 
which was almost inevitable between the pair shut up to- 
gether and shut out from the world. 

Young men were scarce about Lumley, and this young 
man was popular among the neighbours who had rescued 
him. Master Charles was freely welcome, where Miss 
Kingscote was merely tolerated and laughed at, in most of 
the country houses, and in the best town houses of Limiley. 
He could go a-visiting« if he chose, four evening^ out of the 
seven. 

Naturally it was otherwise with Miss Kingsoote's com- 
panion. 

But all at once Lady Bell had her eyes opened to the pre- 
cipice on the edge of which she was unwarily walking. 

In the first place Miss Kingscote's manner chang^. Her 
boisterous good humour and rough hospitality gave way to 
a halting glumness and an absolute rudeness. Her easiness 
grew uneasy, and testified itself in a kind of alarmed, re- 
proachful indulgence to the follies of mankind, as distinct 
from, and preyed upon by, those of wom<uikind. 

There were '' creeturs,'' Miss Elingscote declared emphatic- 
ally, who stole into honourable houses and plotted against 
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their credit. litHss Kingscote seemed to become morbidly 
concerned with these " creeturs," vain peacocks, serpents in 
disguise, who aimed at occupying the seats of their betters, 
but would never reach those seats, instead would "sup" 
sorrow and disgrace, as the just punishment of their scan- 
dalous lightness of head and unwarrantable ambition. 

** But you would never be such a pag^, Miss," Miss 
Kingscote would protest relentingly, not without a warn- 
ing in the relenting, "you've been taken in and had 
the warmest comer here, as if you had been my sister, 
indeed — though, Lud! no sister of mine— -a Kingscote of 
Nutfield, would have gone into service, rather starve, or 
live on the hards, as I have lived many and mauy's the 
day." 

"I don't know what you mean. Miss Kingscote," Lady 
Boll defended herself, too scornful in her surprise to be even 
sorely displeased. "I think the best of us may go into 
service, and that the only truly demeaning service is what 
we cannot honestly perform. Yes, you have been very kind 
to me, but I do not know what you mean." 

" You wouldn't be so horn mad," persisted Miss Kingscote, 
looking Lady Bell hard in the face, " as to force me to give 
you the back of the door, Miss Barlowe, for misbehaviour, 
with the small chance it would give of a rise in the world ? 
As for them boobies of men," added Miss Kingscote, ** they 
are good for nought save to breed strife. They're as blind 
as bats to their own goods, and as wild as tigerses when 
they're crossed for their goods, and after their toys is broke, 
' trample these toys under foot ' is the order of the day." 

" You're very hard on the men," said Lady Bell, " but I 
have nothing to do to defend them." 

" In course. Master Charles is among the best of his sort," 
explikined Miss Kingscote, striving to speak loftily in her 
turn. "He'll think better on it. He'll come out at the 
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head of the cart yet, and condact himself conformable, not 
disappointing none of his friends and well-wishers. He'll 
cut a dash, and bring home a flag or two, or a gun, like his 
forefathers did — ^his and mines. He'll wait till then and mate 
with his equal." 

''With all my heart, Miss Kingsoote," replied Lady Bell^ 
and then she remonstrated, ** but good gracious ! why should 
I have to come out at the foot of the cart because he is to 
leap from the head ? " 

Miss Kingscote had no answer to that indigpiant demand 
save a sullcy ** You know best, miss ; it lies with you. I 
reckon your lot will be of your own choosing.'' 

Lady Bell could have laughed bitterly; she could have 
packed up the small wardrobe which she had gathered before 
her purse was stolen, and seen her last of Nutfield and the 
Eangscotes. 

But here was no laughing matter, and although it had not 
come to this that Lady Bell Trevor, the forlorn young wife of 
Trevor of Trevor Court, had entered into a rivalry, which 
would have been tenfold base on her part,' with Miss Polly 
Barnard and Miss Ironside, the daughter of the mayor of 
Lumley, for the favour of so simple a country gentleman, 
still she could ill dispense with the shelter of that gentle- 
man's roof and the countenance of his sister. 

Neither was Lady Bell's conscience quite clear. Her 
prudence — ^fche slender prudence of sixteen — ^had slept, and 
the result threatened to be altogether disastrous. 

Master Charles was not satisfied with the amount of friend- 
ship which Lady Bell had vouchsafed to him. He was press- 
ing for more. His sister's clumsy opposition, which rendered 
him surly to her, only made him more eager, open, and osten- 
tatious in his approaches. 

Lady Bell realised with a throb of apprehension that this 
task of keeping Master Charles in order, was by no means 
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the easy task wliich she had conceitedly conceived before- 
hand, and set for herself without doubt or feax. 

She began to tremble at Master Charles's youthful keenness, 
confidence, and daring. He snatched her hand and kissed it 
before Miss Kingscote's face. He stole Miss Barlowe's hand- 
kerchief behind Miss Kingscote's back and kept it. Trifles 
light as air these liberties were, but Lady Bell oould have 
cried over them with shame and vexation. 

She commenced to experience the weakness of wrong- 
doing in trying to summon up her dignity to repulse the 
assailant. Though desertion of duty and deceit in a certain 
measure, were not called by such hard names in Lady Bell's 
day, and though those practices had been resorted to by her, 
half in ignorance, yet she fell back on accusing herself^ and 
was not without a horrified intuition that the tendency of 
her conduct was to act like a canker in corroding her 
moral nature. 



CHAPTER XVni. 

1CB8. BABLOWE. 

TtnSS KING8C0TE," said Lady Boll very soberly and 
'^ sadly, the next time that she sat netting a cherry net by 
the firelight, while her companion was dozing at her side. 
Neither of them had to fear interruption, since Master 
Charles was gone for that day and the next, to be present 
at an inspection of the county fencibles. 

** What is your will, miss ? " returned Miss Kingscote 
curtly, not propitiated by having her sleep broken in upon. 

''I have to say to you, that I shall take it as a favour 
if you will call me Mrs. Barlowe in future. Indeed, madam, 
I have, and had long before I came here, a right to the 
superior title, which I take blame to myself for not having 
oonfided to you. But I am one of those unfortimate crea- 
tures who, with such a ring as this " — ^and Lady Bell held 
up the third finger of her left hand, on which she had 
resumed the wearing of her marriage ring — ^' have wed 
slavery and desolation, instead of honour and bounty." 

Miss Kingscote had been still in sheer wonder and con- 
sternation far greater than those with which she herself had 
lately fiUed Lady Bell. 

"Lord ha' mercy! You don't go for to say it," she 
exclaimed at last, ''that you are a lost woman already, and 
you a mere chit of a girl ? Why did Madam Siddons take 
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me in vilely ? — ^though it might hare been looked for from a 
play-actress. What company for Master Charles to have 
been tricked into ! " 

Lady Bell sprang to her feet. 

'^Miss Kingscote, you are not thinking of what you are 
saying, else yon would not dare-to speak — ^you would not have 
the heart to speak such cruel words; yes, they are cruel, 
cruel," she cried again, and sobbed in her pain and distress. 
''Have you no pity on a poor girl's misery, which she was 
confiding to you solely to re-assure you and guard you against 
a foolish fancy which was troubling your peace ? You hare 
been poor yourself^ and put upon by a wicked -unde, as 
you've often told me, and I thought you were good-natured 
and kind-hearted, but you are as bad to me as the rest. 
I am as good a woman as ypu are. Miss Kingsoote. I defy 
my worst enemy to prove me otherwise. I shall rid you of 
my presence this very night. Yes, I shall sooner face the 
howling, dark night, and go on foot to Lumley, weak girl 
that I am, than stay and receive another hour's shelter from 
a woman who suspects me of being the basest of my kind." 

"Hoity-toity," muttered Miss Kingsoote, fanning herself, 
in her agitation, with a bunch of peacock's feathers, which 
she had snatched from the chimney-piece. 

"But I must free Mrs. Siddons from your aspersions," 
said Lady Bell more calmly, '* she knew nothing of what 
I have told you, madam; she never sought to know. Her 
natural nobility and candour believed in me and trusted me 
fr*om the moment that we chanced to travel together. That 
was the beginning and end of our acquaintance." 

" Ay, like draws to like," commented Miss King^cote, with 
a smothered groan, for she was cowardly as well as slow, and 
Lady Bell's combined volubility and fire swept away and 
consumed Miss Kingscote's halting indignation. 

" I can guess," continued Lady Bell, paying no heed to 
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the interruption, " that she told you as much — ^that she had 
not been acquainted with mj friends ; that she had taken me 
on credit, and had not been disappointed in me, an orphan 
striying to earn her bread." 

Ladj Bell had raged on without interruption, till the flame 
was spent. 

** What's all this to do, Miss ?" questioned Miss Elingscote. 
**Do you expect me to be mightily pleased with your queer 
story ? Bless the girl ! even if it were true, it wants looking 
into, that it do ; wait till Master Charles comes back." 

In reality Miss Kingscote's forces were already beginning 
to hang fire. Her dense stupidity and sofkness of temper, 
however goaded, were not equal to the occasion. 

" If it were true ! " flounced and fumed the young delin- 
quent, who was not brought to contriteness just then, ''when 
did I lie to you ? As for Master Charles," Lady Bell stamped 
her small foot, ''how dare you bring a modest and honour- 
able young gentleman, so far as I know him, into such a 
discussion?" 

" Lud ! lud ! " Miss Kingscote rose and retreated, perfectly 
in earnest in her alarm, " you mun be in a frenzy, girl, you'll 
fright me clean out of my wits, though the maids are in the 
kitchen ; what would you have me to say or do ? I never 
thought you were such a right-down vixen, or I wouldn't 
have had the pluck to live with you so long." 

"I am noi a vixen, Miss Kingscote," denied Lady Bell, 
beginning to laugh excitedly, as she caught a glimpse of the 
absurdity of the altercation. "I'm only a poor oppressed 
soul, as I told you, to whom no one will afiEbrd a harbour, 
who must seek one in the grave," and overcome by her own 
hyperbole, which she fully believed at the moment. Lady 
Bell sank down, sighing and moaning over her forlorn 
youth. 

"Oh, deary me!" lamented poor Miss Eingsoote in 
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turn, " them dismals are worser than tantnmis ; sure, dhild, 
you may have a harbour for me, though you do be a married 
woman. I have no dislike to married women, though I 
beant matched myself. When I come to think of it,'* added 
Miss Kingscote, recollecting herself, and speaking with reviv- 
ing spirit, *' them's the best news, if so be they're right 
square, which I've heard for many a day ; your good man 
beant dead, be he now?" she inquired, insinuatingly. 

''No, madam; and though he has been no good man to 
me, I dare not, as I am a sinner, wish him sent to his 
accoimt," said Lady Bell wearily. 

'' No ! The Lord be thanked he is to the fore," conmiented 
Miss Kingscote devoutly, "and I ask your pardon, miss — 
madam, if I spoke like a crosspatch when you went to break 
your marriage to me. It struck me all of a heap, and put 
me in such a stew, my heart do go pit-a-pat still. But when 
I've got over it, I should not wonder though you and me 
were better friends than ever." Miss Kingscote ended by 
smirking and nodding. 

** I am content," submitted Lady Bell, sadly. But, if you 
please. Miss Kingscote, we'll not speak of these imhappy 
passages in my life. I cannot give you particulars. I must 
keep my own counsel, only you had better- call me Mrs. 
Barlowe, and let Master Charles know why you do so. He 
will be tender of my secret. For that matter, I'm not alone ;* 
I*m not the only unhappy wife in England, who has been 
driven to fight her own battle to-day." 

"My word, no," assented Miss Kingscote heartily ; "I've 
known women as were beat within an inch of their lives by 
their brutes of men, and women as were left to shift for 
themselves, while their fine gentlemen gallanted with other 
women, and the poor wives were none to blame. What was 
I thinking on, Mrs. Barlowe, when I sought to bring home 
the guilt to a pretty babe like you ? PU tell Master Charles 
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with all tHe pleasure in life — ^I mean, I'll let him know, as it 
is but fair, to say the least, and he'll be main sony and rare 
kind to you." 

Lady Bell and Miss Kingscote never supposed that the 
knowledge which they had to give, might not be an insur- 
mountable obstacle to stay Master Charles from wishing to 
create a closer, warmer friendship between him and Lady 
Bell. They never fancied that such knowledge might prove 
as tow to the hell-fire of an unlawful passion, let loose to 
devastate human nature and social life. What did good 
women know of unlawful passions even in a wild age ? 

Happily Master Charles was, in his way, and for his sex, 
as innocent and ignorant as the women. He was somewhat 
of the stuff of which Blake and Penn had been made. He 
had the faults of his day; he ooidd, especially in his raw 
youth, ere he had been taught a lesson, and had a discipline 
appointed for him, bluster and swagger a little. He was over 
free in the drinking and betting, and even the brawling and 
fighting, which were then held manly. 

But he could neither have dreamt nor wished that Mrs. 
Barlowe's unhappy marriage and its suppression shoidd prove 
the very accidents which would put her in his power, and 
bestow her on him, for their mutual ruin and misery, and all 
without much trouble or sacrifice on his part. 

He was shocked, incensed, and incredulous when he first 
heard his sister's story. What ! that lovely, artloss, refined 
young woman a wife without the name 1 — ^in all probability 
deluded into some clandestine connection with a miscreant 
who had abandoned her! At least she was living apart 
frt)m her husband, and had so far disowned her marriage in 
taking service with strangers. He demanded that he should 
hear the story from Miss Barlowe's own lips ; he woxdd not 
believe it otherwise. 

It was a trial for Master Charles even to hint at such 
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a slander to Miss Bailowe, but he brought himself to 
do it. 

He followed Lady Bell as she carried out the crumbs from 
the breakfast-table to feed the birds in the orchard. ** You 
will forgive me for evening jou to such a thing," he scdd, 
agitated and constrained on his own account, and ready 
to explode with resentment on hers, should the story prove 
false, as how could it be true ? 

Yet he was troubled and disturbed in spite of himself by 
her changing colour, and though she did not refuse to meet 
his searching glances, by the wistflil sorrowful look with 
which she bespoke his forbearance and charity. 

'' It must be a mistake, Miss Barlowe," he urged. *' Can 
it be that you are — a wedded woman, wedded to some 
wretch who disowns or abuses his vows?" 

"Yes, sir, I was wed six months ago," answered Lady 
Bell faintly, hanging her head as she spoke. ** I was wed 
against my will, yet I consented at last, and I must abide by 
my consent. Do you condemn me. Master Charles ? " 

"I, madam? I have no right either to question or con- 
demn," pronounced the young man a little stiffly and very 
gravely. ** I pity you from my soul, and, as I am a gentle- 
man, you may depend upon your sorrows being sacred to 
me." 

He spoke the truth. More than that, the pang inflicted 
by the communication acted as a process of disillusion on 
him. The deception of which Lady Bell stood convicted upon 
her own showing, the new character. in which she appeared, 
robbed him of his faith in her, nipped in the bud the love 
which was bom of single-hearted homage, and cured him 
by a sharp cure of his brief passion. 

The spell of Lady Bell's attractions was broken for Master 
Charles. She could no longer shine in his eyes as a bright 
particular star. For a time after her confession he avoided 
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her, and was restless, cross, and tmhappy in his mind, pining 
more than ever for liis colours and liis marching daj. 

But Master Charleses healthy nature re-asserted itself 
speedily, — ^the more speedily that his pursuit of Miss Barlowe 
had still been full of the idealism of an uncorrupted youthful 
manhood, of a dreamy delight in the present, and a vague 
grasp of the future. First he returned with renewed zest to 
his old interests and occupations. Then he gradually wore 
back to the original friendly fboting, free now from all 
uncertainty and double meaning, on which he had been with 
Lady Bell. 

8he '\Titnessed the change, and was a little mystified, a 
little mortified ; but being true to herself and him, she was 
easily reconciled to it. She was not a budding coquette. 
She was not naturally weak, though girlishly weak. She 
had been more sinned against than sinning. She had not 
forgotten Lady Lucie's lessons of religion and yirtue, however 
she had swerved from them ; and that remembrance, even in 
the middle of perversity and shortsightedness, with grace given 
her, prevented her from falling. But she had even been saved 
from the temptation of loving her young squire, so that she 
could afford to be thankfrd that he had soon ceased to love 
her, and was willing to be no more than, her friend. 



CHAPTER XTX, 

AN OLD FRIEND. 

rpHE white hoar frost which had given a fairy-like beauty 
•^ to the old orchard trees of Nutfield had long melted 
away, and was replaced by the first powdering and fluttering 
of green on the grey gnarled boughs. 

The birds which Lady Bell had fed, no longer came hopping 
to door and window-sill, but, independent of her bounty, and 
forgetful of past favours, broke off the acquaintance, and 
gave themselves up to satisfactory poking for worms in the 
soft earth, to energetic pecking at the first midges and green 
flies, and to the absorbing delights of pairing. 

Summer company might be anticipated to fill the spare 
rooms at Nutfield. But Miss Kingscote, though not so 
graceful and winning in her ways as Lady Bell's feathered 
friends, was more faithful, and less ceuried away by the 
claims of her personal history, in the association which had 
remained unbroken since Lady Bell had conmiimicated the 
fact of her marriage. 

Miss Kingscote made up her mind to retain Mrs. Barlowe 
as a companion, "for, Lud! IVe growed fond of her." 
Miss Kingscote told herself in a succession of reflections, *'it 
would cost me summat to part with her. Besides, what 
would become of the wench herself, as is pure genteel and 
dandily, though she do have the smartest fingers, and the 



AN OLD FRIEND. 1 45 

prettiest devices, if she were cast out into the world, may 
be to be driven back on the tender mercies of her villain of a 
man. I do have a spite at them men ; except my Master 
Charles — he's a good sort, as well as a pretty fellow, to make 
his sister's heart glad, and other lasses' hearts sad. But 
this lass she knows that she and Master Charles can't at no 
price come together, since she's neither a rank fool nor a 
base hussy, and he's not an abandoned rakish rascal, God 
bless him! She's a safe playfellow for Master Charles, as 
well as good company for me. 

" She'll help me in the knotted fringes for the curtains of 
them beds. She has begun covers for the spare chairs, which 
ain't half finished, and which I could no more complete all 
alone than I could dance a minnuee. I want a hand, too, in 
the sets out when the folks staying in the house step in to 
sup with Master Charles and me ; and I am no groat shakes 
at the preserving and pickling which summer do bring on 
heavy, since old nursey would never let me try, so long as 
she could have a finger in the pie. I can prank myself fine 
enough, but Master Charles he's besotted with the last 
modes, and he lays into me to take Mrs. Barlowe's word in 
the matter. Well, I'm not misdoubting that, wheresoever, 
and at whatsoever loss the poor thrown-away thing learnt 
it, she knows the fashions of the top company." 

Thus Lady Bell lived on at Nutfield, and shared the 
agreeable stir which followed the first announcement for the 
season of lodgers to the house. 

** It's the mayor's wife have sent out a messenger express 
that the rooms are wanted for a Lon'on lady the mayor 
knows on (we only make our house free to friends and friends' 
friends, Mrs. Barlowe), a young madam newly lain in with 
her first child, and seeking quiet and country air to recruit 
her," was Miss Kingscote's important tidings. 

** Our air is as sweet as a nut," Miss Kingsoote animad- 
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verted in her satisfaction, '' as 3rour colour may show. When 
you came first I could compare you to nought for wanness 
but the puling white July flower, and now you are getting 
that rosy you'll soon match its red brother and sister." 

Only one word of the news kept tingling in Lady Bell's 
ears, "Lon'on!" Could this lady be high enough in rank 
to know any member of Lady Lucie's old set ? Might the 
stranger, after they had been several weeks together, be 
induced to favour and help Lady Bell, if she revealed her 
identity and appealed to the new-comer's benevolence? 

She knew that she could not live at Nutfield always. Nay, 
she was determined against remaining there for any length 
of time. However hazardous a farther encounter with the 
world, she would face it, rather than sink into slothfUl 
apathy and degeneracy, and be dragged down, at last to MiBS 
Kingscote's clownish level. 

The next information was brought by Miss Kingscote 
after she had been to Lumley and seen the mayor's 
wife. It struck more home where Lady BeU was con- 
oemed. 

** Murder ! how comes it," cried Miss Kingscote, not 
waiting to divest herself of her yellow pelisse and her hat 
tied down over her lappets, but sitting brandishing a whip, 
to the danger of Lady Bell's eyes, on the first chair which 
Miss Kingscote could drop into after coming back to her own 
parlour, "that Nutfield should be a refuge for distressed wives? 
Sure Master Charles and me is neither husband nor wife, that 
we should draw such a lot, like honey draws flies. Our lodger 
to be, is parted from her husband too ! though they do say 
it is by her own doing. She were a great fortune, and he 
were a grand beau, and they pulled together none so amiss 
for a time. But he ran mad for play, as the Lord deliver 
Master Charles from running, which led him into all sorts of 
evil courses." 
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"Ah, well-a-day. And was theie no remedy?" beeonglit 
Lady Bell, greatly interested. 

'' Ne'er a one. For a few weeks gone, just afore the child 
came into this weary world, when its father's heart might 
have been tender, he dean kicked oyer the traces. He had 
vowed and swore Bible oaths that he would leave off play, 
more by token her fortime were none of his ; but he went and 
staked a part on't with a Warwickshire gentleman, a known 
gambler and cheat — ^I'se warrant on his last legs, one Squire 
Gt>dwin." 

*' Ah ! " exclaimed Lady BeU again, more shrilly this 
time ; but Miss Kingscote took no notice of the peculiar 
cadence of the voice, or only attributed it to her own 
eloquence and the pathos of her story. 

^* Our madam's man lost ; serve him right. She went and 
paid his debt, but she would have nothing more to say to 
him. She broke with him from that hour. High time when 
the last of her fine fortune would have gone like so much 
leavings to the dogs, and she and her child would have been 
drove to work or beg for a bite and sup, if- they had stayed 
on with the slippery ne'er-do-well. But she must be hard in 
the head and mortal stem in the will to cut the scamp, for 
they do say she married him against the will of her friends, 
and was as dead set on him once on a day, as she is now set 
again him." 

''Poor young madam!" lamented Lady BeU in her old- 
fashioned abstracted fashion, '' so she, also, became exposed, 
through her husband, to the inhuman selfishness of Squire 
Godwin. Can you tell me her name. Miss King^scote ? " 

*' Not I, for I forget to ax it, and Mrs. Lronside forgot to 
tell it. What a ninny she would think me for not minding 
her she had forgot ! But perhaps the unhappy lady is keep- 
ing it dose, though we cannot let that be ; we cannot manage 
a bill without a name, can we now, Mrs. Barlowe ? " 
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^* I think we might," Lady Bell re-assured the mistress of 
the house. 

*^ And had you heard tell afore of that thief of the wood, 
Squire Ghodwin ? " inqtiired Miss Kingscote, reverting to a 
point which had struck her in her companion's speech. 

''I had hecird of him; would that I had not/' admitted 
Lad J BeU wincing. "But madam, he was not a conunon 
swindler and cheat — not to mj knowledge. He was a 
hardened gambler, and a wickedly callous gentleman, that 
was all." 

'* I reckon it was the worser of the two, with the devil to 
pay atween them," asserted Miss Kingscote rather severely 
for her, " I am a bom lady, I am, but I count them ruffians 
of the green boards and race-courses, as may yet turn out the 
light pockets of my boy and shake 'em emptier of Nutfield 
than ever our uncle Mat shook 'em, a dratted deal worse 
than a highwayman, or a housebreaker that may be catched 
in the act, and wear a hempen collar at I^bum or nigher 
hand any day." 

** I suppose we must leave both spendthrifts and wicked 
uncles to their deserts," said Lady Bell. "Why are uncles 
worse than other relations, I wonder ? " she speculated. 

" Because of them blessed Babes in the Wood," answered 
Miss Kingscote glibly. 

" Miss Kingscote, let us try to comfort the i)Oor young 
madam, with her worse than fatherless babe," suggested 
Lady Bell, as she conjured up a host of pensive recollections. 

"Ay, ay; I expect you two will be as thick as peas," said 
Miss Kingscote, nodding confidentially. 

The lady arrived that very evening to supper. She had 
posted from town to Limiley ; she had heard there that 
lodgings were provided for her by the mayor, who was the 
son of a former bailiff in her family, and had come straight 
on, in the chaise, with her child and attendant. 
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Miss Kingscote, who was apt to be in a muddle, and never 
ready for anything, was, as she described it, ** slipping " into 
her best gown. Master Charles was out. ** Oh, the dickens I 
the dickens ! What ever is to be done ? " cried Miss Kings- 
cote to Mrs. Barlowe. ** Bun like a lovey, you are always as 
neat as though you'd been lifted out of a box, and wait on 
madam at the coach door. Say we're main glad to see her, 
which we beant not yet awhile ; but them's the words. Help 
her out ; take the child and call it a pretty lamb. The mother 
won't go and mind ceremony then. I wouldn't for my life 
she did mind, 'cause of the mayor's people. 8ee the whole 
set to their rooms, Mrs. Barlowe. Swear the beds are aired, 
the fire will be lit as soon as we can say Jack Bobinson, and 
we ain't at the mercy of bugs. I'll be there to bid madam 
make herself at home in a trice." 

Lady Bell went out in the early summer dusk, with a new 
moon coming out calm and sweet, and the blackbirds singing 
a late note to their mates in the nests among the orchard 
boughs, unwotting of the shots and snares which were in 
store for them. Here were a different night and place, with 
a very different major domo and chatelaine from what had 
greeted Lady Bell when she came to St. Bevis's. 

" I have been sent to bring you in, madam," said the fresh 
young voice to the occupants of the chaise, who were only to 
be guessed at in its recesses; but the travellers must have 
thought that the voice spoke very delicately and gently, with 
a heartfelt sympathy in its liquid undertones. '^You 
must be done up with fatigue, but rest and refreshment 
are at hand. Let me take the child, I shall be very 
careftd." 

The lady within did not respond immediately. She sat 
arrested for a moment. Then she got out quickly, directed 
the nurse to carry the infant within doors from the dews, but 
declared that for herself, she desired a mouthfUl of fresh air. 
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and a turn backwards and forwards after being so long shut 
up in the chaise, before she entered the house and sat down 
to supper. She took Lady Bell's arm and drew her into the 
orchard instead of into the entrance-hall^ whUe her maid and 
Miss Kingscote's servants fraternised on the spot over the 
*' whimsies " of fine ladies. 

The two shipwrecked young creatures — the stranger in the 
wraps was only a few years older than Lady Bell — ^thus thrown 
together, stood in the twilight orchard disoovered to each 
other, as they had been after the first moment of their meet- 
ing again, ready to make common cause as they had done ere 
now, to league together against their enemies and the whole 
world. 

"Lady BeU Trevor," said Mrs. Sundon — ^the voice had 
a jarred and broken tone, instead of its old fcdl harmony 
— "I have found you at last. How did you come here? 
What are you doing here since — since Squire Trevor lost his 
election ? You'll never revise to tell me, for I must be your 
best friend, with whom your secret is safe." 

But Lady Bell was overcome by identifying her old idol 
whom she had served to the utmost, in this figure whose 
pedestal was shattered and its companion figure gone for 
ever. Lady Bell gave way far more than the speaker had 
failed in composure, and sobbed and cried, "Oh, Mrs. Sundon, 
I thought you were happy, if anybody on earth was happy, 
and now to hear and see you like this I " 

" Hush ! hush ! " enjoined Mrs. Sundon with nervous firm- 
ness, as one who would not listen lest her own hardly-won 
calmness should be ruffled to its depths. "It is the common 
lot, like death, that we should be deceived and wronged ; if 
there are exceptions, they are so rare, that what right had I, 
or my friends for me, to count on my forming one ? I have 
not lost all when I have found you." 

On the couple's repairing to the house, they gave no signs 
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of anj previous acquaintanoe, and Lady Bell was Mrs. Bar- 
lowe to Madam Sundon. 

Miss Kingscote did not suspect any collusion ; she was so 
easily blinded, that there was no credit in blinding her. 8he 
had made up her mind from the first that Madam Sundon 
and Mrs. Barlowe, in right of their conmion misfortunes as 
wives, would be, according to her own phrase, ''as thick as 
peas,'* she only congratulated herself on her penetration 
when her prophecy was fulfilled. 

8he was not jealous, her mingled good nature and self- 
conceit constituted a panoply against jealousy, while the 
mutual attraction between the ladies relieved her irom the 
obligation of entertaining the mayor's friend. 

Master Charles had a little more knowledge of the world, 
but it seemed to him the most natural thing possible, that 
two elegant young women belonging to another order from 
that of a good soul like his sister Deb, with a similarity in 
misfortune serving farther to unite them, should be irresis- 
tibly drawn to each other. He would have been astonished 
if they had kept apart. 

He was not struck by the spontaneousness and equality of 
the friendship. He did not pause to think that Madam Sundon, 
who had the reputation with the mayor's family of being high 
as well as gracious, and determined and discreet even to hard- 
ness, in breaking with her forsworn infatuated husband, was 
not a likely person to rush without a sufficient motive into an 
intimate friendship with a young woman in Mrs. Barlowe's 
position. The mere circumstance that Mrs. Barlowe's presence 
at Nutfield was an abnormal element of daily life, was enough 
to convince Master Charles that it would fit into the other 
abnormal elements, as a necessity of the case. 

While Miss Kingscote and Master Charles accorded their 
ready consent to the connection, it would be difficult to tell 
its preciousness to Lady Bell. It was like sunshine irradiating 
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a dull landscape, like water Bpringing up in a desert, like 
the restoration of an alien to forfeited privileges, nerer before 
held so dear. 

The atmosphere of high-bred and refibed society was 
regained. A sense of reliance in the presence of a powerful 
frieiid was experienced. The delightful tie of sisterhood to 
which Lady Bell had not been bom, was acquired. The 
wholesome antidote of passionate interest in and deep pity for 
another, tried as sorely as Lady Bell had been tried, was sup- 
plied. Lady Bell had the constant example of Mrs. Sundon's 
dignified reserve and womanly fortitude. 6he shared in the 
higher intelligence of her friend. She received from Mrs. 
Bundon many pieces of information for which she had been 
secretly longing. She found the most charming plaything in 
Mrs. Stmdon's baby. 

c^nch were some of the many benefits which Mrs. Sundon's 
unexpected appearance on the scene brought to Lady Bell, 
and for which she gave thanks. 

Mrs. Sundon was never *' high " to Lady Bell ; not only 
was she too magnanimous and loyal a woman to forget old 
service, because its gain had passed away — there was balm 
to the woman's wounded spirit in the girl's enthusiastic ad- 
miration and firm faith. 

Only slightly separated in years, both of them wives, and 
unhappy wives. Lady BeU was still half a lifetime younger 
in experience than Mrs. Sundon. 

Next to her child, Lady BeU became the consolation and 
interest of Mrs. Sundon's life — blighted by a blight of which 
she could not speak. Lady Bell, too, had been wounded by 
the hunters, but her wotmd had not been dealt by the hand 
of a Mend, and had not pierced to the quick. Mrs. Sundon 
could not only cherish Lady Bell, she could devise plans for 
the girl's restoration to life and happiness. 



CHAPTER XX. 

A MESSAGE OUT OV THX PAST. 

ANE hot day in the latter end of June, Lady Bell was 
sitting in the orchard, with Mrs. Sundon's child in her 
lap, cooing to it, tickling it, tossing it, decking it with 
daisies, pretending to herself and to it, that the not-many- 
weeks-old child noticed and appreciated its floral finery. 

The long, flower-besprinkled grass grew all round, beneath 
the bending, leafy boughs, through the shadows of which 
came perpetually shifting chequers of sunshine. There could 
just be seen, down a vista, the quaint, grey house of Nutfield, 
with the last year's yellow corn-stacks beyond the orchard, 
mellowing and warming the green and grey tints imder the 
blue and white cloud-flecked sky. 

Mrs. Sundon with her fine figure and face, in one of her 
white wrappers and close caps, came slowly up between the 
interlacing boughs; she stopped beside Lady BeU and the 
child, looking down upon them. The group was very sweet 
and graceful, and wanted only a St. Joseph and a little St. 
John to make it stand for one of the old Italian '* Biposos." 

*' Look here, Lady Bell," said Mrs. Sundon, putting her 
finger on a paragraph in a newspaper which she held in her 
hand. 

Lady Bell started and rose up in vague perturbation. For 
precaution's sake Mrs. Sundon had abstained from giving her 
7» 
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Mend, even in private, that Mend's name and title, since 
Mrs. Sundon had discovered Lady Bell at Nutfield. What 
had surprised the compromising words M>m Mrs. Sundon 
now? 

Lady Bell took the newspaper and looked at the place 
indicated. Her hand was shaking, her breath was coming 
fast, her eyes were dazzled ; but the intimation was so plain 
and direct that she took in its meaning at a glance. There 
was no ambiguity there to prevent the message reaching its 
destination and doing its work. '* If Lady Bell Trevor 
wish to see her husband in life, let her return at once to 
Trevor Court." 

A mist passed before Lady Bell's eyes ; the sunny June 
orchard, with the soft, fair child whom Mrs. Sundon had 
taken into her arms, and Mrs. Sundon herself, all grew in a 
moment blurred and dark, as if the veiy dews of death and 
remorse had fallen on them. «^ 

"Oh, Mrs. Sundon, what shall I do?" cried Lady Bell, 
wringing her hands. " I did not love him, I had no cause 
to love him ; but I was his wife, who was yet no wife to him, 
and he is a dying man." 

" Go back to him immediately," advised Mrs. Sundon, 
" while there is still time to wipe out your offence to him — ^it 
was light compared with his to you. But it is ill having an 
unsettled score with the dead. This would hang like a 
millstone round your neck, and weigh you down all your 
days." 

**I'll go back if you counsel it," submitted Lcuiy Bell 
desperately, setting off in nervous haste to the house. ** But 
how am I to face him ? if he have strength left to lift his hand 
still, will he strike me as I have seen him strike his man ? 
Or, if he is gone, must I stay in the house with the dead, I 
who never saw anybody die but Lady Lucie, who died bless- 
ing me ? Would that I had minded her precepts better ; she 
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would not have had me leave the worst of husbands. And 
how many miles will it be to post cross country, Mrs. 
Sundon ? you have a good head and may guess. Can you 
teU me if I shall be as long in going as I was in coming 
here? only I did not come straight! Oh! will you be po 
kind as to lend me the money you think I shall need, for I 
have only three crowns in my purse ? " 

<<My dear, I shall take you," said Mrs. Sundon quietly. 
''Do you think I would send you off on such an errand 
alone ?" 

"Oh, I am so thankM,"- Lady Bell admitted in her relief, 
" now I may do my duty at last ; no, I don't mean that," she 
checked herself the next moment, "I cannot hear of you 
doing such a thing. How could you leave your baby ? You 
are too delicate yet for such a journey — and to go to that 
neighbourhood of all others. It is vastly generous of you to 
propose it, just what I should have expected from you ; but, 
of course, I cannot consent ; I shall manage by myBelf, 
somehow." 

*' Say no more, Lady BeU," Mrs. Simdon put an end to the 
discussion, ** I am going with you. The child will do very 
well with her nurse. Do you think I would put my child, 
any more than myself, between me and my duty and 
privilege? I should call that treating my child very ill, 
paying her a poor compliment, for which I should hope she 
would never thank me. I am abler for the journey than I 
was for coming here. 1 need not fear to go near Chevely, 
which has been sold, as I dare say youVe heard. You can- 
not tell what I can do without harm to my health," declared 
Mrs. Sundon, with a little bitterness. "I travelled from 
what had been my home, handed into the carriage by a 
bailiff on starting, and went out of town when my child was 
no more than ten days old. I oould not have slept another 
night under that roof. But even if I had been a weaker 
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woman, I should not have shrunk from this poor effort, and 
you would not have reftised me my right." 

Lady Bell had no longer the heart, any more than the will, 
to decline Mrs. Sundon's support in the emergency. If Mrs. 
Sundon's presence made Mr. Trevor mad — should he regard 
it as another act of wilful disobedience even when Lady Bell 
was pretending to obey him — it would be time enough then to 
undertake the ungracious task of refusing the elder woman's 
countenance. 

The g^eat news that Mrs. Sundon and Mrs. Barlowe were 
to set off on horseback within the hour, availing themselves, 
by permission, of Miss Kingscote's and Master Charles's horses, 
in order to reach Lumley, where they were to hire a chaise to 
proceed on a journey of indefinite duration, fell flat. It 
was as nothing compared to the stimning shock inflicted on 
Miss Kingscote when Mrs. Simdon saw fit to communicate to 
the hostess the real rank and history of her companion. 

** Lud ! lud ! a Lady BeU all the time, and I to have gone 
and found fault with her, and kept her pottering about my 
business, mending lace, and cleaning silver, lud-a-mercy, 
Vhat shall I do, brother ? Mayn't I be took up by the King 
or the Lords, like the 'tomey was, whom I've heard tell of, 
no farther gone than father and mother's day, afore we came 
down in the world, and I were a mite of a child — ^he gave a 
warrant to arrest a fine lady in her coach in the street, at the 
suit of a tradesman, and he himself was had up before the 
justices —I mean afore the Lords, for an insult to the quality. 
Mayn't I be had up and put in prison, though I never 
knowed, nor meant it, and I'll beg her pardon over and over 
again, and she was a right-down pleasant lass, madam — 
Lud ! I'm losing my head — ^lady, save when she was in the 
tantrums." 

''Nonsense, Deb," exclaimed Master Charles impatiently ; 
''you did her a kindness, and helped her in her end. As it 
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proves/' he continued a little sarcastically ; ** whether Miss or 
Madam, she has been all along far beyond our flight, and 
will neyer waste another thought on us, now that she has 
found birds of her own feather, and is ready to go off with 
them to her own perch." 

** She were a runaway wife all the same," reflected Miss 
Kingscote sapiently, '* though she were ten times a Lady 
Bell, and she had left her man as must have been hers in the 
face of day, which made the leaving a heap bolder in my 
madam — ^nay, my lady. I vow I as good as tolled her she 
was no match for the Kingscotes of Nutfield." 

"You had nothing to do to say anything of the kind, 
even though this Lady Bell had been a simple waiting-maid 
or scullion, I don't care which." Master Charles was pro- 
voked into telling his sister, as his good-humoured indul- 
gence gave way, "The Eongscotes have not kept their 
own in the world without loss, and they can ill afford to 
despise the humblest — I say that, if I am supposed to have 
anything to do with the future matching of the Kingscotes," 
declared the young gentleman loftily, " and they'll be long 
enough of being matched for me, since I could bring a mate 
to little better than a farm-house, and a fSarmcr's kin. I'll 
thank you, Deb, not to meddle in the matter." 

"There, I've given offence to Master Charles," Miss 
Kingscote reflected glumly after she wajB alone. "He's 
taken to hurting my feelings by twitting me with what 
we've lost, as if the worsest loss weren't mine! not that I 
show it neither, for I'm sure I'm a powerful flne woman, 
considering my lack of education. And so she's Lady Bell, 
and if she had bidden still, I mun have said my lady every 
blessed word, and run at her heels as I've never made her 
run at mine. But if this Squire Trevor, as she has given 
leg-bail to, had not come on the carpet, flrst and foremost, 
ere we set eyes on her, mightn't she have been my Lady Bell 
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Kingscote! That do sound fine! prodigious fine! But if 
there had never been no Squire Trevor, there would never have 
been no bolting, banding with the players, turning up at 
Nutfield, and making Mends with Master Charles, so there 
is an end on't. My Master Charles mun go to the wars, and 
risk a sabre cut's spoiling his bonnie face," mused Miss 
Kingscote, whimpering at the very thought, ''afore he fill 
his chimney-corner, and bring home his lady to sit down 
cheek by jowl with him, while I'll be right glad to retire to 
mother's room, save when they want my company, for I ain't 
teethy or pridefiil — ^I never were. That mun be the order of 
the day, as Master Charles ought to know." 

Even before the parting, Master Charles had cause to 
renounce his mortified conviction of how little he and his 
sister were to Lady Bell Trevor, and of how she had done 
with them from this day. 

8he was grateful for the assistance and escort as fieur as 
Lumley, which he offered so soon as he ascertained that the 
offer would be agreeable to her and Madam Sundon. 

Lady Bell put her head out of the chaise window at the 
last. Her scared eyes looked with almost timid beseeching 
into his face. She told him, without any sign of haughti- 
ness, but with many tokens of a retentive memory for the 
smallest act of consideration and kindness, of contrition for 
having played a part to him and his sister, and for not having 
trusted them in f^ill, that she had been veiy well off and 
happy at Nutfield. She hoped that his colours would arrive 
soon, that he would see a campaign to his wish, and return 
safe and sound to cheer his sister's heart. 

Lady Bell sent Miss Kingscote her grateful duty. Lady 
Bell trusted they would meet again, when she would be able 
to finish her chair-covers. In the meantime, bhe would not 
forget to procure patterns for Miss Kingscote. Miss Kings- 
cote must be especially kind to Lady Bell's brood of chicks — 



A MESSAGE OUT OF THE PAST. 159 

the first brood she had seen set, seen hatched, and fed every 
day with her own hands. 

It was plain that for the moment, in place of being eager 
to resume her cast-off rank and state, Lady Bell had forgotten 
where and why she was g^ing, and everything about Squire 
Trevor and his danger. It was only when the chaise rolled 
off, and she sank back in her comer, that she withdrew into 
herself to face the grim record of the bond she had broken, 
and the forfeit she was called on to pay. 

It was on a fresh summer morning, when having started 
early to accomplish the last stage of their journey. Lady Bell 
and Mrs. Sundon came in sight of Trevor Court. 

The g^tes were standing open ; early as it was, the lodg^ 
seemed deserted, so that the chaise entered without parley. 
The dew was lying like pearls on the grass by the drive, and 
silvering the yews on the terrace. The spirals of smoke 
from the red chimney-stacks were rising^ straight in the clear 
air. A gush of birds' song sounded far and wide. There 
was something light, bright, and exhilarating in the air, and 
in the aspect of nature, which lent a peculiar charm to what 
was imposing in the pile of bmlding and its g^imds. 

** I have not seen Trevor Court before, save from a dis- 
tance,'* Mrs. Sundon let fall the remark. " You never told 
me, Lady Bell, what a fine old place it was." 

** 1 don't think I ever noticed it till the last time I saw it," 
Lady Bell replied almost in a whisper ; she recalled vividly 
that last time sitting on the September morning in the travel- 
ling chariot beside its master, who lingered in taking a short 
leave of his treasure. 

The next moment Lady Bell gave a shriek and put her 
hands before her face. The chaise had turned into the sweep 
before the house, where, in sombre contrast to the summer 
morning, the windows were all shrouded, and the hatchment 
was up. 



CHAPTER XXL 

VEXED BY THB YISITATIOV OF OOD. 

TT was as a quailiiig widow, and not as a reluctant wife, 
that Lady Bell re-entered the old oak parlour, where she 
still trembled lest she should hear her husband's loud, rough 
accents stuttering with rage, and his stick, when gout con- 
fined him to his chair, savagely beating the floor. 

Mrs. Walsh, in &er towering cap and starched Mil, 
received Lady Bell, and spoke to the point, without softening 
or reservation. " Yes, it is all over, Lady Bell ; the Squire 
died last night at ten o'clock. He was took with a jaimdice 
on Wednesday se'en night ; but no danger was apprehended 
till five days ago, when Mr. Walsh writ the notice for the 
papers — to no purpose, so far as the Squire's desiring to see 
and speak with you once more was concerned. You and he 
will not see and speak with each other on this side of the 
judgment day." 

** Oh, Mrs. Walsh, I came as fast as ever I could." Lady 
Bell humbled herself in the dust before her ancient enemy. 
**I know now 1 was a bad, bad wife. I would give all I 
iiave in the world to be able to live the last year over again, 
and do my duty by your cousin, who is lying stiff and cold in 
one of these rooms, where I shall never hear hina say that he 
forgives me, that he makes allowance at last for my youth, 
my wounded pride— what had a sinful creature to do with 
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pride ? — ^my forced inclinations. Oh ! tell me he did not lay 
his curse upon me with his last breath?" implored Lady 
Bell, ready to sink down with grief and terror, while she 
clasped her hands and looked up, her distended eyes brim- 
ming over with scalding tears, in Mrs. Walsh's inflexible 
face. 

"Yes, Lady Bell, you were a bad wife, and you would not 
take a telling while it was in your power," declared the 
uncompromising woman, standing bold upright, her very 
mittens bristling with her righteous protest. 

** Madam," interposed Mrs. Sundon with rising indignation, 
'' it is monstrous to reproach this poor child at such a time. 
8he is sufficiently crushed by the nature of the event which 
has taken place, following on her rashness. She will not be 
likely to forget it, even without your accusations to embitter 
the blow. I vouch for Lady Bell's having lived in safety and 
honour since she quitted her husband. Madam, you will not 
refuse my voucher ? " 

** Madam, I have not heard your honesty questioned, 
therefore I grant that Lady Bell has come back in honest 
company," acknowledged Mrs. Walsh stiffly, ** which is more 
than might have been hoped, from her flying in the face of 
law and duty, and exposing herself to the worst perils." 

"Though you are the late Mr. Trevor's kinswoman, you 
must know," said Mrs. Sundon, ** that Lady Bell Trevor has 
been more sinned against than sinning." 

" I know that she is not too young or fair or flne to be 
accountable for her errors to a Power before which the most 
wilful lady will not dare to plead her daintiness," maintained 
Mrs. Walsh doggedly. ** But I know, too, that you weie 
sinned against. Lady Bell," she added candidly, turning to 
the overwhelmed offender. "So far as that goes. Squire 
Trevor did not deserve your duty. But you had the will of a 
higher than my poor cousin to consider, and where should 

X 
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we all be, if we got our due, and no more ? It was on the 
Squire's mind at the last that he had wronged you ; and he 
sought to receive, as well as to bestow, forgiveness, before he 
could die in peace." 

** I did not merit it," said Lady Bell ; ** but you told him, 
dear Mrs. Walsh — oh, say that you told the old man that I 
forgave him, as I hope to be forgiven ? " 

''I charged him to repent, and if he had done any wrong 
to a fellow-creature which he could atone for, to make amends. 
Then I bade him turn for forgiveness for that, and all his 
sins, to the great God and Saviour, against whom he had 
chiefly sinned, but who would never revise him forgfiveness, 
since, in the very act of his seeking it, they were pledged for 
his salvation." 

** Oh, thank GFod! that he died in peace with me," broke 
in Lady Bell impetuously. 

** Bather thank Gtod that he died in peace with his Maker, 
madam," Mrs. Walsh did not fail to rebuke her. ''I think 
he did ; I am fain to hope he did, though he was not able to 
fulfil his part of the obligation here ; the will must stand for 
the deed. 'Tomey Kenyon, who did all the 8quire'<6 business, 
was from home, at the wedding of his son in Bristol. We 
sent twice, but we could not get hold of the man in time. I 
think it is better to tell you at once. Lady Bell, what you 
will hear later." 

** As you will, madam," replied Lady Bell dejectedly. 

"The Squire's will was executed long before he ever saw 
your face, when his estate was bequeathed, failing any heir 
of his body, to my eldest son Jack. The substance of that 
will has been repeated since you offended the Squire, and it 
has neither been revoked nor altered, as my cousin certainly 
desired it to be altered, in his dying moments. But Mr. 
Walsh and me, expecting that you, or some one for you, 
would answer our summons, if you were in the oountij, 
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have made up our minds, and will answer for Jack at his 
college, to take jour wishes on the matter." 

''I have no wishes, Mrs. Walsh," exclaimed Lady Bell 
hastily. 

" We shall let you have whatever compensation you desire, ** 
went on Mrs. Walsh, paying no heed to the demur, '^ being 
well aware that such were Squire Trevor's intentions while 
he was yet in the body, and in his right mind, so that you 
are indebted to no bounty, but to bare justice for your share 
of the worldly inheritance that our cousin has left behind 
him," 

** Madam, this honourable conduct does you and Mr. Walsh 
infinite credit." Mrs. Sundon ootdd not refrain from award- 
ing her hearty approbation to her late antagonist. 

''Mrs. 8undon, I repeat that 'tis but justice," argued Mrs. 
Walsh with a stateliness of her own, winding up with her 
own favourite axiom, " The world and I have shaken hands 
long ago." 

"Tou are all a great deal too kind to me," wept Lady 
BeU, ''a rebel who deserted my post. But indeed I had 
liefer, if you do not think it an impertinence in me to make 
an objection, that Mr. Trevor's goods went to you and your 
son Jack, his friends. I am sure I have no right to a single 
sixpence." 

'^ Beware of pride and saudness still under the garb of 
disinterestedness, Lady Bell," Mrs. Walsh said severely. 

"Nay, I'll do whatever you will," Lady Bell hastened to 
amend her statement, quite subdued, and feeling sadly as if 
she would never have the heart to have a will of her own 
again. 

*^ Madam, a second time everything shall be as you will, 
and as your friends — such as Madam Sundon and your man 
of business, if you wiU please to name him — ^may dedde for 
you," Mrs. Walsh laid down the law. 
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Lady Bell knew that she was not and never woidd be mifl- 
tress of Trevor Court. Not that she desired it; she even 
recoiled from it as &om a sacrilege. 

After the funeral, when the two ladies happened to be 
alone together, Mrs. Sundon said to Lady Bell, — 

" They are good people, these Walshes, my dear. I should 
think very good people to deal with and to raise a countiy 
parish sunk in rude ignorance and g^ss transgression. That 
was not your case exactly, but I think you might have got 
on with them, and been the better and not the worse for 
them. To be plain with you, I cannot help saying, though 
it may be presumptuous, that I think' I could have got 
on with them. I could acquire a great regard for that 
woman, and I fancy I might have a still greater for her 
good man. As for Sally, I should have sought to soften her 
brusqueness ; yet brusqueness is not so great a fault when it 
ccimes to weighing faults. But you were too young, and you 
were petulant between youth and hard usage." 

** I shall get on with them now," said Lady Bell wistfully, 
looking incredibly young and very fair in the weeds which 
had been provided for her, and which she had hastened to 
put on with her trembling frightened fingers, as a mark of 
respect for the dead, doing it the more eagerly because she 
had failed in respect for the living. 

''I see the servants look sourly on me, and no wonder," 
confided Lady Bell to her Mend, ** for they stood by their 
master, whom his wife left. But 1*11 bear it, and try to 
bring them to think better of me, though Trevor Ck)urt is not 
mine, and I cannot stay here, and keep the old people and ask 
them to serve me. Mrs. Walsh will see to her cousin's 
household, that is my comfort. I will do everything Mrs. 
Wshh. bids me from this time. I'll be good, Mrs. Sundon," 
promised Lady Bell, with a faint smile at her own childish- 
ness- ** But seriously, Mrs. Walsh took my place, and saved 
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me from a grievous reflection wliich woiild have haunted my. 
death-bed. She will teach me to be a self-denying, devoted 
Christian woman like herself. I believe I did not judg^ 
SaUy Walsh justly," Lady Bell finished with a little sigh 
of compunction and doubt. '^ I dare say she was not so pert 
and rude as I thought her. I know she was far more dutifUl 
than I have been." 

Mrs. Sundon said nothing more at the time ; but she deter- 
mined that she would not leave Lady Bell with the Walshes, 
though Mrs. Sundon was able to do them justice. ** They 
were never the people, however good their intentions, to have 
the guidance of Lady Bell," reflected the lady. ** Now that 
Lady Bell's spirit is broke and her conscience burdened, she 
would become their slave. I had almost as soon put her into 
a nunnery, where, in the present state of her feelings, she 
would be content to take refuge, but where in time she would 
he driven either into fanaticism or hypocrisy, my generous, 
tender Lady Bell ! Just when she is freed too, by the judg- 
ment of God, from her cruel gaoler (God forgive him !) and 
restored to hope and happiness. Why, there is a bright life 
before "Lady Bell which nothing has come to spoil beyond 
recall. So help me, I will make it bright and safe for her as 
I would make it for my little Cfiu:t), since Lady Bell came for- 
ward of her own sweet will and did what she could to keep 
me in Paradise. Oh ! it is well for Lady Bell that with all 
her early trials she has not taken forbidden fruit into her 
mouth, and found it turn to dust and ashes between her 
teeth. There is no great good imder the sun, but I will 
pursue the lesser good for my Lady Bell when she begins to 
look up and smile again. Bless the child ! what is the loss 
by honest death of such a hiisband as Squire Trevor, though 
she was desperate enough to run away from him, compared 
to what some women have to bear ? I will keep the know- 
ledge of evil from her, as I would keep it from Caro. 
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She shall not fail to be, so far as I can help her, a devoted 
Christian woman ; but it shall be after her own kind. ' Wis- 
dom shall be justified of all her children.' " 

The Squire's funeral sermon was preached. It was not 
without its unyamished allusions, even though they were in 
the mouth of Mrs. Walsh's mild spouse, and not of the ^ost 
redoubtable champion of truth in the parish, to the evila of 
stout spirits, stormy passions, and family discord. It was 
listened to with penitent humiliation and meekness. 

A decent interval passed, and the arrangements were com- 
pleted, by which Lady Bell was put into possession of a 
moderate jointure, in addition to her marriage settlement, 
from her deceased husband's estate. 

Then Mrs. Sundon hurried her Mend just a little on the 
plea of the necessity of Mrs. Sundon's return to her child, and 
carried Lady Bell back to Nutfield in the fu»t place. 



CHAPTER XXn. 

XEEPHrO H0TT8B TOOETHXB. 

T ADY BELL and Mrs. Sundon were so well pleased with 
each, other, that they agreed finally to take up house 
together. They liked the air and aspect of Nutfield so well, 
that they fixed on dwelling in the neighbourhood, though no 
longer und^r the wing of Miss Kingscote. 

The two ladies rented one of the cottages omit which were 
begintiing to be built between the town of Lumley and 
Nutfield. 

Summerhill had for its nucleus a one-storied erection of 
black and white timber, to which a wooden verandah had 
been added all round. The whole was set in a large enough 
garden and paddock to afford room for ingenuity to propose 
and execute a number of wonderful performances in the 
shape of winding walks, mounds, grottos, bowers, even a 
doYecot and a dairy. 

The house was unfurnished, so that the tenants had 
another gain in fitting it up according to their tastes. Every- 
thing that Lady Bell and Mrs. Sundon ordered for their use 
was bright and tasteful. There was a good deal of white 
painted wood and white dimity, relieved by warm, deep- 
coloured carpet- work and rich embroidery. 

The ladies gave evidence in the decorations of their house 
of ability and refinement, according to the standard of their 
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day. There were home-manufactured brackets, sconces, 
card-baskets, and music-trays in abundance. These things 
supplied Lady Bell with endless employment, and were sources 
of pride and delight to her. 

Lady Bell had thought to herself, first when she became a 
widow, that she should go softly mourning for her sins and 
her strife with Squire Trevor all her days. She was per- 
fectly sincere then, as well as afterwards, and she did not 
cease to be sorry for having done wrong ; but to her surprise, 
and a little to her shame, not only did her youthful spirits 
soon recover their elasticity and throw off the load of con- 
trition and melancholy reflections ; but in addition she was 
very happy — happier than she had ever been in her life 
before, not even excepting her early days with Lady Lucie 
Penruddock. 

Lady Bell was not merely like one of those graceful 
creatures of the air which, casting the slough of the chry- 
salis, rises buoyant in its elegance and beauty. She had 
found a true mate, a companion and friend, a natural equal 
and ally. 

Eventful as the last year had been, and calculated to 
develop her nature. Lady Bell was not past the age when 
girls like her have the strongest tendency to contract friend- 
ship with members of their own sex, and when indeed for 
the most part the closest, firmest, womanly friendships are 
formed. And that was the generation of women's friend- 
ships, crowned by the sacrifice of the world for each other, 
made by the two ladies of Llangollen. 

There was just the amoimt of superiority in years, expe- 
rience, and acquirements on Mrs. Sundon's part, and the 
kind of essential difference between the young women to 
confirm Lady Bell's romantic admiration for her friend, 
without preventing a free and full interchange of sentiment 
and opinion. 
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Lady Bell resumed gladly and with grateflil acknowledg- 
ment of the support which she received from. Mrs. Sundon, 
all Lady Bell's native pursuits, which had been so continually 
interrupted and baulked. 

A modem girl commanding a thousand modes of cul- 
tivation, until she is oppressed by them, will find it hard to 
comprehend the self-respect and satisfaction with which Lady 
Bell returned to her studies ; her French — in which Mrs. 
Sundon was a better qualified assistant, so far as speaking 
went, than Mr. Greenwood at St. Bevis's — her thrumming on 
a spinnet, her warbling of "Hark, the lark," and "Waft 
her, angels." 

Mrs. Sundon kept up her connection with town and the 
world, and had not only fashions, but newspapers and parcels 
of books forwarded to her by the carrier and the bookseller 
ill Lumley. 

The ladies were abreast of their times (in which the war 
with America was taking more and more serious proportions), 
cmd of the literature of the day. 

"Sir Charles Grandison" was becoming an oldish book, 
and " Evelina " had not yet come out. But Mr. Brooke^s 
" Fool of Quality" was making its mark, and was warmly 
welcomed as a step in the right direction by all good men 
and women, including Mrs. Sundon and Lady Bell. In 
sermons the ladies read Porteous or Blair. In poetry 
they studied Mason's " Flower Garden" and Goldsmith's 
"Deserted Village," while in travels. Pennant's "Tour" 
seemed to them to have extended to the extremity of the 
civilised world. 

The absence, except at short intervals, of even a provincial 

theatre, which figured so largely as an intellectual influence 

at the close of the last century, was supplied in a degree to 

Mrs. Sundon and Lady Bell. They had the vigorous notices 

and criticisms of the most popular plays and players in the 
8 
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town newspapers ; so tHat even while living at a distance, the 
ladies oonld enjoy at second-hand the heroics of ** Donglas " 
and the nonsense of ** Polly Honeycomb." 

Lady Bell made many charming new attainments, and that 
season at Summerhill was, after all, in the AiUest sense, the 
spring-tune of her life, when she was learning something new 
every day, and was fast budding into fresh promise. 

All Lady Bell's fine-lady gifts and graces had been origin- 
ally overmuch of the town, townish. But Mrs. Sundon had 
been a fine lady of the country, as well as of the town, and 
could lead Lady Bell into elegant rurality, and even inoculate 
the girl with a true love of the coxintry and of country life. 

Under Mrs. Sundon's superintendence, Lady Bell became a 
lady gardener, and advanced with rapid strides from an 
apprentice to a journeyman, until, in addition to her old 
power of embroidering facsimiles of leaves and flowers, she 
could make carpets and canopies of the plants themselves, 
hang the verandah with them, and grow living orange-trees in 
the window alcove of the sitting-room. She laid carnations 
and budded roses, and was as intent on getting seeds of 
Canterbury bells and slips of geraniums, as ever she had 
been on procuring patterns for aprons and chair covers. 

Lady Bell and Mrs. Sundon had a kitchen as well as a 
flower-garden. They had a white cow in the paddock in 
summer for their own and their baby's use, and they bor- 
rowed a brood of chickens from Miss Kingscote, that they 
might be sure of new-laid eggs for breakfast. 

The ladies did not commit these acquisitions to their 
establishment entirely to the care of their modest retinue of 
two maids and a man. 

Lady Bell learnt, and did not dream that the learning was 
derogatory to her, to pull peas and pick gooseberries — 
actually to milk the cow (in a perfunctory and not very 
effectual manner, it must be confessed), so that she could 
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aver from her personal knowledge that the syllabub, which 
she had also made with her own hands, was compounded 
as it ought to have been, of milk warm from, the cow. She 
made gooseberry-fool, as well as syllabub, and was very 
conceited about the deed and its success. 

Had poor Squire Trevor been aliye and at Sunmierhill, 
his flighty young wife could even haye supplied him with 
his desiderated tansy pudding, at this higher stage of her 
education, and in her greater wisdom. 

Mrs. Sundon and Lady Bell dabbled in all sorts of washes, 
balsams, simples, hot drinks, blackberry cheeses, and sticks of 
saffi*on. Not being GtHiless selflsh unbelierers, and haying 
ignorant and helpless poor neighbours, the two ladies became 
in their own way imquestionable Christian Ladies Bountiful 
—clothing the naked, feeding the hungry, tending the sick, 
and softening the rude, so far as their light and power went. 

Lady Bell and Mrs. Sundon were the two women of highest 
rank and polish for a considerable circuit of miles, but they 
were not on that account disdainful and unsocial in their 
intercourse with their middle-class neighbours, such as the 
Vicar and the Mayor of Lumley, the retired military or nayal 
officers and their families, who occupied good houses in the 
town, and cottages similar to SummerhiU on the outskirts. 
On the contrary, the two ladies were rightly judged models 
of urbanity, a reputation which no doubt they enjoyed, being 
gracious where nobody prestmied on their g^raciousness, while 
they countenanced the Lumley weddings, house-warmings, 
and christenings. 

Mrs. Sundon and Lady Bell had a haymaking on their own 
lawn, to which the whole population, so far as tne Summer- 
hiU groxmds would hold them, were inyited, and came and 
went in ecstasies with the entertcdnment. 

Mrs. Sundon and Lady Bell became the reigning toasts of 
the neighbourhood. 



172 LADY BELL. 

It does not follow that the old world and the old town were 
eycophantish ; consider the women and their circumstances. 

Lady Bell Trevor, the daughter of Lord Etheredge and the 
widow of Squire Trevor, of Trevor Court, in the adjoining 
shire, was a beautiful, graceful, intelligent young woman of 
seventeen. 

Mrs. Sundon was not more than four years older, at twenty- 
one very handsome, with an air of conmiand, which had been 
born with hei^— conmiand too well assured to be other than 
simple and self-denying, or to require haughtiness and arro- 
gance to back its claims. 

Mrs. Sundon was a woman living in separation from her 
husLand, it is true, but by an act quite different from poor 
Lady Bell's hushed-up escapade. Mrs. Sundon's separation 
from Gregory 8und6n did not affect her social position in the 
least — in effect rather elevated it. 

It was perfectly well understood through the Mayor that 
the details did the greatest honour to Mrs. Sundon's dignity 
and discretion. And dignity and discretion were qualities 
very highly, but not unjustly, valued in a generation liable 
to run into extravagant flights and excesses. 

Mrs. Simdon showed the same appreciable discretion in 
refraining fr^m accusing her husband, and in adopting, along 
with a chosen friend, a life of retirement as well as of virtue 
in the flower of her youth, and in bringing up her little girl 
— ^as it was quite understood Mrs. Sundon was bringing up 
the child, "v^^hen Caro was not yet three months old — ^in the 
most meritorious manner. 

The very peculiarity of the two ladies' position with the 
union of their forces, gave them a freedom and weight in 
the society in which they moved that they could not have 
commanded had they been single women, that they could 
hardly have possessed had they been separate, though each 
had dwelt in the house of her husband. 
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"With Nutfield Lady Bell and Mrs. Sundon maintained the 
most kindly, cheerful relations, long after use and wont had 
hardened Miss Eongscote to the sound of ** my lady." When 
the ladies of Sunmierhill wished a little variety in their 
domestic routine, they had only to stroll oyer to Nutfield to 
bask in its homely cordiality, and to g^t a little permissible 
fun out of Miss Eongscote's imcouth whimsicalities. 

Lady Bell and Mrs. Sundon could not have managed for 
themselyes without Master Charles to act the part of a 
brother to them. . 

In those days, when walking on countiy roads was not 
always safe for ladies, when they could not attend a single 
public place with propriety, imless they were supported by 
male atlendance, a gentleman who was a privileged £iend, 
proved indispensable in every hotisehold of women. 

Sometimes the friendships thus entertained were of a 
peculiarly gentle and chivalrous character, which the very 
scandal-loving world admitted and respected. Thus it saw no 
objection — ^not even that of age — ^in the intimate association 
of a young man like Master Charles with two charming 
young women only a little above him in rank, since the one 
was a wife and the other a widow, and both were deprived of 
their natural protectors. 
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VBIENDS nr KEED. 

r\NLY once was there an interruption threatened to the 
brother and sister relations between Master Charles and 
the ladies of Summerhill, aild that began and ended among 
themselves, and had nothing to do with on-lookers. 

Master Charles called on his friends one day in a moody 
frame of mind. He looked over some debatable accounts 
which belonged to Mrs. Sundon's department of the joint 
housekeeping. He undertook to see and settle with the 
offending tradesman, and bring him to reason. He agreed 
to stay to the three-o'clock dinner, and relieve Lady Bell 
from the chicken carving. Still his mind was not lightened, 
so that his friends felt it necessary to press him to make a 
dean breast of it. 

The young man admitted that he had been with a party of 
gentlemen on the previous evening, when horse-racing had 
been discussed, and bets had been freely given and taken 
over the wine. 

He had been flushed and excited like the rest, and he had 
made such a book as he feared, without the greatest good 
luck, would be ruinous to hiia, when he had not yet got his 
property into his own hands, and any disgrace in money 
matters would put a stop to the exertions of the friends who 
were seeking to procure for him a pair of colours. 
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He was mad with himself, for he was by no means with- 
out sense and shrewdness as well as principle. He heartily 
wished that he had joined the army as a volunteer, sailed for 
Quebec or Boston in the first transport, and been taken 
prisoner by the Indians, before worse happened to him, and 
before he baulked the expectations of all who had taken 
an interest in so foolish a fellow. He hung his head as he 
made the confession. 

" Worse shall not happen," Mrs. Sundon interposed with 

decision. ''You are right in consenting to confide in us; 
indeed, we value your confidence, sir, and women are not 
always the worst councillors. I shall speak to the Mayor to 
come forward and help you, if the worst come to the worst ; 
he will do something for my sake, as well as for yours. I 
shall have a little loan at your service." 

** And I shall club every shilling I can muster with Mrs. 
8undon's," proposed Lady Bell eagerly; ''so pray don't be 
down-hearted. Master Charles." 

The young man only hung his head lower. He hated to 
lay women under contribution to pay for his recklessness, 
while he dared not, were it but for the sake of another 
woman — ^his sister Deb— decline the assistance offered to him 
in case of necessity. 

The ready generosity of his friends melted him, so that he 
faltered with feeling, in place of declaiming glibly in the 
expression of his thanks. 

" Don't speak of it," Mrs. Simdon forbade him ; " only let 
this be a lesson to you in the future," she added with soft 
earnestness. 

The young man went away subdued in lus gratitude, but 
when the crisis was over, he presented himself in a state of 
riotous glee, to free the ladies from their promises, and 
demand their congratulations. 

Master Charles's three to one and five to two had turned 
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out, after all, on the winning side. He had had amazing 
pieces of luck. 

'' By Qeorge ! you ladies must wish me joy, and allow me 
the honour and felicity, as the town sparks say, of treating, 
you to whatever takes your fancy, a prince's plume, my Lady 
BeU, a laco apron, Madame Simdon ; sure you richly deserve 
it, and I can afford to please myself for once in my life, since 
in place of coming to grief by this little transaction, I vow I 
have made a very good thing of it," and he thrust his hands 
braggingly into the pockets of his frock coat. 

** Yes, I claim my right to a return for my willingness to 
befriend you. Master Charles," cried Mrs. Sundon, before 
Lady Bell could speak. " I thought you were to have a lesson^ 
but I find it to be a snare. I want no lace aprons, though I 
shall be happy to take one from you, if you like to grant 
what I ask. Promise me solemnly; sir, on the word of a 
gentleman, that you will both now and after you have 
entered the army, do your best to resist betting on cards and 
horses, at least round a supper-table in the heat of con- 
viviality." 

** But — ^but, Mrs. Sundon," objected Master Charles, taken 
aback, becoming immediately crest-fallen, and colouring 
violently. " No fellow of spirit could be expected to give 
and keep such a promise. I am not soft in these matters, I 
think for a novice I have shown myself as sharp as my 
neighbours," he drew himself up and laughed, though the 
laugh was a little forced. " I think — ^I beg your pardon, but 
I do think you take advantage of your kindness — ^I own it was 
very great, to seek to bind me, as no man not a Molly Coddle 
and a nincompoop would be bound in the circumstances." 

" Oh, Master Charles, think of Henry, Earl of Morland, in 
the * Fool of Quality,' " implored Lady Bell, " and how you 
were of opinion he was a fine character, and ought to be 
imitated in this dissipated world." 
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" Such oonduct is very fine in a book and in theoiy, but it 
won't do for bloods in real life and in practice/' he put her 
off impatiently. 

''Master Charles, I trust you will know that there are 
brave men and gallant soldiers too, that no man would dare 
call Molly Coddles and nincompoops, who yet set their facos 
against the indiscriminate betting and gambling of this 
gambling age," Mrs. Sundon told him plainly; but that 
was not all. '' Charles Kingscote," she said, appealing to 
him, face to face, and soul to soul, as it were, when she 
addressed him thus by his Christian name and surname, and 
with her own fine pale face working with emotion and the 
anguish of remembrance. " If you only knew the misery and 
degradation wrought by this curse of gambling — ^what gene- 
rous natures have been undone, what happy homes have been 
cast down in ruins, never to be built up again. Shall I lay 
bare the sorrows of my life to enlighten you and save you, if 
lean?" 

"No, Mrs. Sundon," declared the young man quickly, and 
with pain in his moodiness. ** I shall not allow such sacri- 
lege for my fancied needs, and I should be an ingrate to deny 
your request as you put it, however difficult it may seem to 
me. I give you my word, as you desire, without farther 
parley — and now you will permit me to take my leave." 

The moment he was gone, Lady Bell asked with a puzzled, 
pensive, rather scared anxiety, "Will he keep his word, 
think you?" 

"I hope and trust he will," replied Mrs. Sundon, looking 
troubled still ; " granting that it will cost him a great effort, 
he is manly and honourable enough in his youth to make 
such an effort ; and he has not seen much bad company, that 
is a blessing, to corrupt him from the beginning. Poor boy ! 
he was so happy when he came in, and we disappointed and 
mortified him. Do you know how he will regard me from 

8* N 
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this hour, Bell?" Mrs. Sundon inquired abruptly, with a 
certain wistfulness and piteousness for herself, thrilling 
through her tones. ** He is not bumptious or quarrelsome, 
he is a fine, warm-hearted, good-natured lad, but he will 
begin to hate the sight of me." 

** No, no," exclaimed Lady Bell energetically. 

"Yes, yes," contradicted Mrs. Sundon quietly, shaking her 
head, ** I know all about it. A man pretends sometimes to 
call a woman his mistress, but he cannot forgave her, if she 
ever really play the part. He will excuse almost any error 
in a woman sooner than her finding him wrong, and telling 
him so. She has humbled him then in his own eyes, and he 
cares for that still more than being humbled in hers. She 
becomes irksome to him, and he half fears her, half strives to 
deceive her, himself sinking lower and lower till he ends by 
hating her outright. When you marry again. Bell, if your 
main object be to preserve your husband's love, fondle and 
defer to him, and never admit by word or look that you 
recognise he has forfeited your esteem, as well as that of 
every honest man and woman, and is on the high road to 
destruction, canying you and your unborn child along with 
him." 

** I shall do nothing of the kind," protested Lady Bell, half 
cr3dng at the idea. "I shall speak the truth and clear my 
conscience, whether I shame the devil or no. But on second 
thoughts, I shall not need, for I shall never think of many- 
ing again and leaving you and little Caro, and ending our 
happy life here, dear," declared Lady Bell, turning eagerly 
to caress her Mend. 

" You will not think of it perhaps, but you will do it all 
the same," said Mrs. Sundon as she gave back the caress ; 
** however, we may let sleeping dogs lie and not anticipate 
eviL To return to Master Charles ; see if he do not avoid me 
from this day." 
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For seyeral weeks it seemed as if Mrs. Sundon's prognosti- 
cations were to prove correct. It was not that Master Charles 
intermitted his visits to Summerhill, and he was even puncti- 
lious in his continued offers of service to the ladies ; but some- 

m 

how there was a change in the nature of the intercourse, and 
there was a dryness approaching to sullenness in the young 
gentleman's manner to Mrs. Sundon. 

But at the dose of these weeks Master Charles thought 
better of it, and came looking shame-faced, yet, but frank 
and ingenuous as ever, and told Mrs. Sundon, ** I have been 
compelled to be a little more peuiicular in my company since 
the promise you made me give you, which, of course, I was 
resolved to keep, come what like of it. But I have reaped 
the benefit of it abready, I have discovered that there are 
plenty of gentlemen of parts and spirit, good judges of horse- 
flesh besides, who wiU not play at higher than half-crown 
points, and will not lay a wager on a horse, or a dog, unless 
it be so trifling a one that they have no anxiety about it, and 
have all their minds to bestow on their proper affairs. They 
are ready to welcome me to their company when they see 
that I prefer it. You were quite right, Mrs. Sundon, I add 
my poor testimony to my promise." 

The dryness and sullenness disappeared from that day. 

Lady Bell was jubilant at the issue, and the restoration of 
their comrade, and disposed to crow over Mrs. Sundon. 

'^Oh! he is a good sort," as Miss Kingscote says, con- 
fessed the authority, " he is more generous than his brethren. 
I am thankful to have been of use to him." This was all 
that Mrs. Sundon said to Lady Bell, but in her own mind 
she reflected with apparent incoherence, ''I could wish that 
he had been higher in rank, and Miss Kingscote more pre- 
sentable. I don't think that his being a little countrified 
would have mattered to her else." 

As a supplement to all other interests and entertainments, 
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Mrs. Simdon and Lady Boll had little Caro to play with — ix> 
plan for with the deepest seriousness, to build castles in the 
air for with the highest hopefulness. 

But Mrs. Sundon was different from many mothers. Mrs. 
Sundon not only did not expect Lady JBell to be engrossed 
with her little daughter, Mrs. Sundon herself would have 
thought it exceedingly ill-judged and ill-bred to bring for- 
ward the child, and cause her to £dl the first place in the 
circle, forcing every other interest and satisfaction to give 
way to Caro's interest and satisfaction. 

No, little Caro, while she was dearly prized and petted, 
was kept quite in her proper and purely subordinate sphere, 
and that \mder wholesome discipline, and was decidedly a 
happier as well as a more modest and artless child then and 
afterwards in consequence of her mother's public spirit in 
combination with her common sense. 

Mrs. Sundon would not permit Caro, unless it were abso- 
lutely unavoidable, to interfere with a single study or pursuit, 
though the mother cared for the child incessantly, and spared 
no thought or pains upon her, from consecrating to Miss 
Caro's wardrobe Mrs. Sundon's most exquisite needlework, to 
being the child's first teacher in health, and nurse in sickness. 
Mrs. Sundon woidd not allow Caro's presence in the morning 
room — ^the company-room of the house, except at stated and 
limited intervals. Mrs. Sundon put an interdict on Caro and 
her nurse being a drag on walking and riding excursions. 

Mrs. Sundon did not cany Caro to any public place what- 
ever, but did not on that account withdraw from public 
places. Mrs. Sundon had an old-fashioned notion that 
society and her friends had a claim upon her^ just as Caro 
had a daim, and though Caro's claim, as her mother de- 
lighted to acknowledge, was the greater, Mrs. Sundon did 
not conceive that it ought on that account to swallow up the 
Smaller. Mrs. Sundon sent Caro to bed betimes, and would 
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not Buffer this, or other excuUent rules to be infringed on any 
pretence. 

The desirable result was twofold, Caro from her earliest 
infancy was one of the healthiest, most natural, and ** pret- 
tily behaved " of children. Mrs. Sundon had the reward of 
being assured that the child was regaHed by all the friends 
of the family as a boon to be welcomed, and not as a bore or 
plague to be endured. 

So summer suns and winter moons rose and set on the 
house at Summerhill, and the two friends were ** Bell" and 
** Sunny," like sisters to each other. 

' Oh, Bell, this peaceful, rational, Gk)d-fearing time is good 
after the distractions of passion and the storms of life," Mrs. 
Sundon would say, stifling all yearning in her voice, and 
setting her strong wiU to make the best of the alleviations 
of her lot. 

"Yes, Sunny," Lady Bell would answer brightly. "I 
get a better gardener eveiy month. Our place will be a 
spectacle next year, only the French honeysuckle don't smell 
like our common honeysuckle, exactly as lupins are not 
sweet as blossoming beans. I am improving in my drawing. 
I propose to try painting when the weather will allow. 
Mayne in Lumley is to come out and give me open-air 
lessons. I shall paint our Caro nursing her foot in its red 
shoe under an apple-tree— you shall see what you shall see. 
But now I must tie on my hood, and run down the lane to 
Goody Ames's, with the plaster for her bum. Don't forget 
that there is a' puppet-show in the town-hall, which we pro- 
mised to attend this afternoon, before drinking a dish of tea, 
and staying for a bit of supper with Captain Craddock and 
Ids wife." 

Very busy was Lady Btul — ^the true secret of happiness. 
Yet, walking home that same evening, escorted by the gal- 
lant Captain and the Summerhill man with a lantern, Lady 



1 82 LADT BELL* 

Bell fell behind Mrs. Sundon and her cayalier, and began 
dreaming under the stars. 

The dreams were not in the style of Dr. Young, though 
Lady Bell had been lately reading his '* Night Thoughts," 
and admiring them greatly as everybody admired them then. 

The dreams implied rather a vague sense of waiting and of 
want, and of stirring in the unfathomable depths even of a 
girl's nature. Was unruffled tranquillity, after all, the secret 
of life's best fulfilment ? — ^whether was it worse to have been 
torn by warring passions like Mrs. Sundon, or that passion 
should never be awakened in the dead calm within ? Might 
not the last be a greater loss to Lady Bell than the first had 
proved to her Mend ? 

Was Lady BeU to pass through life and have adventures, 
be sad and glad, poor and in comparative affluence, friend- 
less and with many friends, a wife and a widow, and her 
heart still remain void of a histoiy ? 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

BOW BELL8 AXD THB VAMJLY JN CUC7ELAMD 00T7BT. 

"DELL," said Mrs. Sundon one morning, looking up from a 
letter which she had been reading, ** here is something 
for you. The Sundons of Sundon Ghreen, who have always 
been on good terms with me, write to invite us to pay them 
a visit in town, as they have taken a house in Cleveland 
Court, St. James's, for the winter and spring. What have I 
to do with town sights and gaieties till Caro is a finished 
young lady ? But your day is only beginning. This invi- 
tation is the veiy thing for you, since I hate to think of you 
being moped up here continually." 

Lady Bell protested that she did not pine for change, and 
that to spend her life with her beloved, excellent, agreeable 
Sunny ought to be more than enough for her, as it would at 
one time have been beyond her wildest wishes. 

But Mrs. Sundon was bent on the change for Lady Bell. 
"You have no friends of your own to take you out," Mrs. 
Sundon pursued the theme, ** but Lady Sundon will be quite 
pleased and proud to usher into the great world a young lady 
of title above that of a country baronet's wife. She is a 
worthy, cordial soul, in spite of weakness for rank, and will 
be really kind to you." 

Lady Bell tried to look indifferent, but her eyes sparkled, 
and Mrs. Sundon was resolute in carrying out the proposal. 
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NeveithelesSy Lady Bell was sentiinental and almost ruefiil 
the night before she was to start for town, to which happily 
the Mayor of Lumley was bound in order to figure in a depu- 
tation, and Lady Bell with a young waiting woman who was 
to be about her person, was to make the journey with the 
Mayor in his semi-official capacity. 

"Caro will have forgotten me in three months," reflected 
Lady Bell a little disconsolately as she sat idle, for a wonder, 
in the bright, pleasant room. " Goody Martin may have 
been carried off to a better world with her cough and rheu- 
matism. Master Charles may have got his colours, and have 
marched to t'other end of this world, and been engaged in an 
'affair,' as the newspapers call it, like the one at Lexing^n 
which "We were reading of. Your imitation Japan screens 
will be finished, but I shan't have seen every stage of the 
process." 

** You won't miss much there, BeU," said Mrs. Sundon. 

Lady Bell continued her catalogue. ** You will have read 
out Plutarch's Lives, and I shall not have had the advantage 
of hearing your remarks as you went along. The spring 
will have come back, and be well established, but I shall 
have taken a leap over the first snowdrops, crocuses, prim- 
roses, and violets. I wonder if I shall gain enough to make 
up for the loss ? I begin to wonder even if I shall be per- 
mitted to come back, and find everything as I left it here, 
after I have been so mad as to quit, of my own free wiU, our 
dear, sweet home?" 

** It is not in that you need fear change," asserted Mrs. 
Sundon cheerfully, *' if you come back to us unchanged 
yourself. Bell, that is the question." 

** Oh, as to that there is no fear," declared Lady Bell con- 
fidently, recovering her spirit. ** I must ever be true to 
Summerhill. But ah. Sunny ! " she relapsed the next mo- 
ment, *' we have been so happy here-nso much happier than 
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I ever was before. Does it not seem doubtful whetber the 
same happiness can be again in this troublous world ? " 

" If not the same, then let us trust that there m&j be hap- 
piness of another kind to supply the place of the past hap- 
piness," Mrs. Sundon encouraged the girL ** Come, Bell, I 
will not have you low on this our last night." 

Lady Bell forgot all her forebodings when she found her- 
self drawing near to London again. 

A hundred years ago, when communication was slow and 
difficult, and knowledge little spread, the civilisation of the 
country centered peculiarly in the capital. It was the source 
of every public movement, the winter seat of the court, the 
high place of noble and splendid society, the chosen resort of 
wisdom, wit, learning, and accomplishments under eveiy g^se. 
It had its gross evils, no doubt, but so great were its counter- 
balancing advantages and its general irresistible fascination, 
that even the most modest and sober moralists and philoso- 
phers, of all ages and both sexes, sighed longingly to enjoy 
the benefits and charms of town life. 

And Lady Bell was town bred. The very smoke smelt 
sweet, and the cries sounded melodious to her ears. 

** Oh, sir ! " she addressed the Mayor as they were drawing 
near the great city, while she was unable to resist putting 
her head out of the coach windows. ** Let us try to catch the 
first sound of Bow bells ; let us make my woman Bogers hear 
them. They do jingle so tunefully, one cannot wonder that 
they caused Whittington to return, even without the cat." 

Lady Bell's arrant native propensity for the life, the stir, 
and the variety of the town, had only been subdued into a 
grateful, intelligent acknowledgment that the country also 
had its charms, it was not routed out of her. She was in- 
clined to return to her first love. 

Then, to add to the gladness of Lady Bell*B return, she 
was coming back under different and happier auspices. In* 
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stead of the helpless, penniless child, driyen off to the cold 
welcome of 8t. Bevis's, Lady BeU was an independent 
woman ; and though she was not a rich young widow, as 
Messrs. Qreenwood and 8neyd had once hoped for her, she 
was a young widow, with a modest but sufficient jointure, 
g^ing to her friend's friends, who were to consider it a credit 
and satisfaction to entertain her. 

The members of the Sundon family, who were in deve- 
land Court, St. James's, were Sir Peter and Lady Sundon 
and her two stepdaughters. The only son of the family was 
a boy at school. 

Sir Peter was sixty-four, lank and lantern-jawed, and ailing, 
as his appearance betokened. He had come up to toMm to be 
under some of the medical faculty there. 

Lady Sundon was fifty-five, as hale as Sir Peter was the 
reverse, one of those hearty, brisk women who did not 
require rouge, she was so rosy in her matronly roundness of 
cheek ; and did not want a stick, or the page's arm, she waa 
still so active in her fulness of figure. 

The Misses Sundon were between twenty and thirty, daugh- 
ters of Sir Peter by a former marriage ; while the son and 
heir* was Lady Sundon's only child. The Misses Sundon 
were young women to whom it seemed a matter of necessity 
to wear the highest heads and heels of the period, in order to 
lend distinction to their poverty of form and general colour- 
lessness. 

"You'll be after the sights. Lady Bell," said Sir Peter at 
supper. ** Ah ! they ain't worth the trouble and fatigue they 
give you," he eaded, shaking his head, as he called the grapes 
sour whidi he could no longer reach. ^ 

** Bother! Sir Peter," cried Lady Sundon, **to go and 
datmt my Lady Bell, and she as fresh as a daisy, and as 
nimble as a young colt. I'll warrant she'll be up to all the 
racketing, from the Queen's caudle-drinking to the opening 
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of Banelagh, wliicli we can cram into the next two or three 
months." 

''Not so had as that, Lady Sundon," said Lady Bell; 
"but though I'ye seen the sights, sare it may be the newest, 
I confess IVe come up to try a taste of town gaieties 
again." 

'* And do you think such a fine young woman as you are 
will be let off with a taste, eren if that were to content you, 
when eyery maccaroni left wiU be wild to make you take 
your fill of pleasure." 

'' La ! Lady Sundon," interposed Miss Lyddy Sundon, who, 
in company with her sister, was as die-away as her step- 
mother was jolly, that they might thus establish a claim to 
refinement and a presumptive case of superficial grievance, 
against Lady Sundon. For somebody had impressed upon the 
young women, that there must be hardships where there 
were step-relations, and Miss Lyddy and her sister had lan- 
guidly taken up the idea as a source of interest which could 
not otherwise be found in their ordinary persons, characters, 
and prosperous lot. ' * Who would care for such rude draughts ? 
Only a milkmaid or a ploughman could stand them. Polite 
people like Lady Bell soon have enough." 

"A fig for your philosophy, Lyddy," protested the elder 
woman ; ''I never saw you abstemious in your draughts, and 
sure I never stint you. As for milkmaids, young women are 
veiy much alike, whether they be milkmaids or countesses, I 
take it — ^no offence. Lady Bell. I do love a noble name and 
a title, all the same." 

** There is no offence," Lady Bell replied with a smile. 

While Miss Lyddy insinuated a word of hurt feelings — ** I 
wish your ladyship would explain what you mean by not see- 
ing me abstemious in my draughts. I hope I know what a 
delicate woman owes to her nerves." 

'* Sister," — ^Miss Sundon soothed the injured fine lady 
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solemnly, — " Ladj Simdon does not mean to speak unkind. 
She knows that we take after our papa, and have not her 
rude health and high spirits, which make her love her joke 
to the deg^e that she may certainly mislead Lady Bell 
Trevor." 

** Oh dear, no," denied Lady Sundon with careless candour, 
"Lady Bell can see for herself that you are two poor crea- 
tures not able for much, though after aU you are fit for more 
than you think for, only you have got it into your heads that 
it is not tonish to be natural and merry as grigs, which I 
was when I was like you. But it is all fudge, and you are 
clean out there, as Lady Bell can tell you, and as I could 
have told you myself if you would have listened to me. Ain't 
the g^eat ladies madder than the country lasses ? Han't I 
seen, since I came to town, when I had ridden out to Twicken- 
ham, her Gbrace of Devonshire marching in regimentals at the 
head of a company of fencibles ? Now, I ain't so bad as that, 
Sir Peter," Lady Sundon challenged her valetudinarian 
husband. 

**No, nor need be, my lady, so long as my bridle is on 
your neck," retorted Sir Peter dryly. 

''You must have mistook," maintained the two Misses 
Sundon in a breath ; ** her Grace could never have done 
anything half so shocking. What ! march miles on a filthy 
miry road, in the company of hundreds of common men, 
followed up by the rag, tag and bob-tail of their wives and 
children; having no rest ot refreshment, unless she could 
swig her can of ale with the fellows at the ale-house doors ! " 

" I ain't mistaken-^I can credit my own eyes," — ^Lady 
Sundon kept her point, — " and to march in regimentals, with 
a regiment of common men as honest as their betters, was 
none so shocking, after the stories I have heard told of card- 
playing on Sunday evenings. Sir Peter, of masquerading, of 
appointments in Belsize Park, of fleet marriages — Parlia- 
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ment liath forbidden the last — yon have lost that chanoe, 
girls." 

''Madam, would jou ever liken us to it ?" gasped the step- 
daughters. 

** PoUy, your tongue wag^ too fireely," remonstrated her 
husband, " and I won't have you run Lady Bell and the girls 
off their feet. Besides, what is to become of me ? " he asked 
in a dolorous tone ; ** am I to be left to Jebb's gallipots and 
James's powders, while you are frisking about all day and all 
night ? Is that what you call acting the part of a good wife, 
and training up these daughters of ours in the way they 
should g«?" 

" Oh, no fears — ^no fears of you, above all, my dear," Sir 
Peter* s'lively helpmate reassured him, ** You'll be seen to, 
whatever comes of it. Were you ever forgotten ? Indeed, 
to suppose so, is the unkindest cut you've given me and the 
girls this age." And then, failing to be cut by the cut, Lady 
Sundon proceeded to plan a party of pleasure. 



OHAPTEBXXV. 

A OAT T0T7NQ KADAH. 

11/ ITH bo light-liearted a head of the house, just held in 
check by the mild selfishness of Sir Peter and tjie mild 
grumbling of his daughters, Lady Bell could not have a dull 
time of it during her stay in town. 

No doubt there were the drawbacks which are inevitable 
in life, and which make the realisation of our dearest wishes 
fall lihort of the expectation. 

There was the tender pang with which Lady Bell, haying 
hurried to the spot on the first opportunity, looked on the 
outside of her old home, Lady Lucie*s lodgings in Bruton 
Street, occupied by strangers. 

There was the pensive wonder and regret with which, for- 
getting the changes in herself. Lady Bell found that even a 
few years had been able to make havoc in Lady Lucie's circle ; 
BO many of the members were old, like Lady Lucie, and h€ui 
soon followed her in death; while the younger individuals, 
engrossed with their personal cares, had all but forgotten 
little Lady Bell, who had so faithfully remembered them, 
and met her ag^in with the indifference of exhausted 
acquaintance. 

Strange moving vicissitudes had overtaken some of the old 
familiar figures. 

But though they startled and affected Lady Bell for the 
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momezxty the yictims had not been bo much to her, that their 
memoiy should continue to weigh upon her mind, and the 
blanks which their absence made, at first, were soon amply 
supplied. 

In like manner, if the very topics of conversation were 
changed, and nobody seemed to remember the old Princess 
of Wales's death, or the failure of Pordyce*s Bank, Lady Bell 
could catch the new cue and speak of the American war with 
the best. 

The Sundons, of Sundon Green, were people of good 
account in their own county. Sir Peter, invalided though he 
was, had considerable political influence in the heat of the 
strife raging between Tory and Whig. 

Lady Sundon was generally popular, even among more 
fastidious and exacting people. Her good-humoured blithe- 
ness, dashed with coarseness and worldly-mindedness, heid 
the manifest advantage that it did not rank high enough 
among the virtues to form a reproach to the halting virtue of 
anybody. 

But Lady Bell possessed in herself, independent of her host 
and hostess, almost all the elements caleulated to insure a 
season's success. She was a complete novelty, appearing at 
her age, after years of rustication. She had the benefit of 
acknowledged birth and breeding, to which Lady Sundon led 
the way,* in paying open, honest enough homage, as she 
frankly confessed herself Lady Bell's social inferior, while 
she displayed as frankly her pride in taking Lady Bell about. 
Above all. Lady Bell was lovely, with a dainty, arch loveliness, 
which her youthful widowhood rendered peculiarly piquant. 

The presence of the Misses Sundon in Lady Bell's company 
was simply the putting of two foils beside the little lady, 
while the foils were useful in dividing responsibility with 
her, and in rendering her security doubly secure. 

Lady Bell was not rich to bribe suitors, but she was so far 
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well o£P as to make the pursuit of her, regarding lier merely 
as an object of attraction and fashion, oomparatiyely safe to 
the gallant fops, wits, and idle men of wealth and rank 
lounging or rioting through the hours, and ever ready to 
welcome a fresh interest. 

As it happened, just at that moment, a belle's throne was 
vacant, after the conjoint reign of the three great belles of 
late Basons. 

Lady Mary Somerset was swiftly paying the penalty of a 
**waBp waist," and sickening to death under the burden of 
the honours of the Marchioness of Ghranby. 

Lady Harriet Stanhope had become Lady Harriet Foley, 
ind was on the way with her husband to Newmarket and 
niin. 

Of Lady Betty Compton, whose style and title remained 
mchanged, it might be alleged, much as it was said with 
regard to Aristides the Just, that the fashionable world had 
waxed weary of the name and fame of Lady Betty Compton. 

Foolish Lady Betty! she ought to have inaugurated a 
change of some kind betimes, and married or died after the 
example of her sister queens, for there is nothing so mer- 
curial as the wind of opinion which brings about the instal- 
lation or deposition of such an airy sovereign. 

And now Lady Bell Trevor grew the rage imtil she was as 
universal a toast in town as she had been in himible provincial 
circles. 

There is no denying that Lady Bell enjoyed her success, 
and the writing of it to Mrs. Sundon, in the most off>hand, 
imsophistinated manner. 

The pleasures of the town, which might be vapid and 
worse — ^tainted to more thoughtful, experienced people, were 
very fresh and sparkling to Lady Bell ; she foimd a thousand 
things to engage and delight her at the opera, the play- 
houses, the Court revisited, the ridottos, the private assem* 
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bliee. It wfts no trouble and distress, but great pleasure to 
her to pay visits, attend auctions, and go a-shopping three 
mornings out of four. It was so entire a change, though it 
was like natire air, that she returned to it with renewed zest. 
She might, probably she would, tire of it after a time, but 
she could not tire of it very soon. 

And Lady Bell found it highly agreeable to be followed, 
besieged, even persecuted by the attentions of those men, 
some of them distinguished — whether for good or evil, or 
both, as elegant scholars, as daring travellers, as dead shots 
(when the game was not shy partridges or timid deer, but 
fellow-men, scowling in deadly enmity, pistol in hand, at 
twelve paces distance), as bold riders, and betters, and three- 
bottle men who, drunk or sober, could remain masters of the 
situation, and make themselves listened to in the House, 
and out of it, compared to the least brilliant of whom Master 
Charles of Nutfield was but a comely, kindly rustic and 
ignoramus. 

The great proportion of these men were little in earnest in 
their adulation ; but Lady Bell was quite aware of the fact, and 
did not mind it. Her own heart was not touched ; she could 
meet her admirers on equcd terms, and like a child playing 
with fire, she feared no danger. She liked, though it meant 
next to nothing, to be besieged for her hand in a minuette or 
a cotillon, for the honour of serving her with tea in the box 
of a cofltee-room after the opera or the theatre, or of handing 
her to Lady Sundon's coach. She did not object to being 
spoken to, albeit the terms were exaggerated, of the felicity 
of being in her presence, and the despair of feeling her 
absence. She did not believe it, of course, but it was a little 
intoxioating at the same time. ^ 

Lady Sundon, who had not enjoyed any reflected triumphs 
on her stepdaughters' account, was in the greatest glee at 
being chaperon to so favoured a young lady. 
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Mrs. Pandon, who had been brought up to the contem- 
plation of these triumphs, considered them quite legitimate, 
and viewed them as the necessary finish to the rearing of a 
woman of quality, and the mode by which her future was 
most frequently rounded off and settled. 

Lady Bell could have got into almost any set. Though she 
had no claims to dabbling in literature, she would hare been 
granted admittance to the assemblies of the blues — ^in the 
drawing-rooms of Lady Charleville, Mrs. Boscawen, and the 
great Mrs. Montague. But the truth was that Lady Bell did 
not cdtogether appreciate classical poses and coquetting^ with 
the muse, and did not care for the fine gentlemen who were so 
sensitive about her reading their poems, and the great ladies 
who were so fond of hearing themselves speak. 

Lady Bell had once taken a prominent part in an election, 
yet she was as gnileless as most young women of eighteen 
of comprehending or caring for politics, imless, indeed, they 
bore on such sentimental, sensational questions as the im- 
prisonment of the Queen of Denmark — ^the marriage of the 
Pretender— or Lord Mansfield's decision that no slave could be 
sent back from England to the chain and the lash of a task- 
master. 8till, that trifling -deficiency might not have pre- 
vented her from entering the ranks of the fair enthusiasts, 
who, in the vacancy or the usurped possession of heart and 
mind, and in the craving for excitement which circumstanceB 
fostered, were already short-sighted partisans and reckless 
agitators for and against American independence, in sym- 
pathy with or in hostility to French philosophers. Lady 
Bell would have proved an invaluable acquisition even to the 
sisters Devonshire and Duncannon and to Mrs. Crew, who 
would have opened their exclusive arms to her, for they for- 
^t to be rivals in their fervent worship at the one shrine of 
their half-splexidid, half-brutified idol, who could guide alike 
a steed and a state. 
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But Lady Bell shrank from the wild devotion to the bufT 
ftnd the blue, or to any other colour of the rainbow. She 
contented herself with marrelling at Anne, Duchess of 
Northumberland, harang^ng the populace from a window 
in Covent Garden, on the election of her brother-in-law, 
Ijord Percy, and with fr-eely owning that this performance 
far surpassed any of her, Lady Bell Trevor's, election 
achievements. 

Lady Bell was too young, too pretty, and at once too rich 
and too poor, to take to the card-tables, which were still 
more enthralling than the hustings to their votaries, and 
which were the conspicuous accompaniments of every enter- 
tainment. She might have had gambling in her blood, 
through her relationship to Squire Qt>dwin, but her life at 
St. Bevis's and Mrs. Sundon's experience had destroyed the 
constitutional predilection. 

Lady Bell was instinctively wise in not allying herself so 
flosely to any circle as to shut herself out fr^m others, and 
in preferring to shine as a charming visitor to each in turn. 
By this species of discretion, as much as by her graces, 
Lady Bell won the approbation of the master of assemblies 
to aristocratic London, whose notice was honour, and his 
approbation the seal of taste. The exquisite rattling-boned, 
grimacing Mr. Wcdpole condescended to commend her, asked 
to be presented to her, foimd out she was his cousin a hun- 
dred times removed, and graciously invited her to the next 
theatrical representations at Strawbeny HilL 



CHAPTER XXVL 

HAKnra Air AOQlTAINTAirCB AT THE PAITTHEOH'. 

T ADY BELL was with the Sundons at the Pantheon, which 
was in winter what ** dear delightful Eanelagh " was in 
its season, to eyery town letter- writer of the generation. 

Here too was to be met a considerable amount of pictur- 
esqueness, variety, and freedom in an age which alternated 
between excessive ceremonial and bursts of license. All the 
world could go to the Pantheon as to Kanelagh, and, if in 
consequence there were, on the one hand, greater openings 
to foUy and vice, there were, on the other, better provisions 
for rational and innocent pleasure, than in more private and 
restricted places of entertainment. 

The women who groaned under the barbarous encum- 
brances and entanglements of ruffled sacques, and immensely 
high and extravagant dressed '^ heads," at other fashionable 
gatherings, could come in an elegant undress to the Pan- 
th^n as well as to Banelagh, walk about, listen to concerts, 
and form little social parties in the underground tea-room. 
There was a charming demi-toilette for such places, of gowns 
with worked neckerchiefs, and little hats over the hair, hang- 
ing down in curls upon the shoulders. While the use of this 
privilege at a resort rendered so brilliant, was not held to 
preclude distinctive touches of gay knots of ribands, fans, and 
sparklifig jewels. 
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The genUemen were not permitted the same relaxation 
in their obligations. They must have the triangular hats 
mostly carried under the arm when the hair was ftilly 
powdered, the silk stockings, and the lace cravats. None save 
defiant bucks of high rank ventured to violate the traditions 
of the Pantheon or Banela^h by presenting themselves in 
morning buckskins and short coats. 

Lady Bell and the Sundons had arrived too early, Lady 
Sundon having a country mania for being in time at publio 
places, to have collected any stray members of what Lady 
Sundon called Lady Bell's ** pack." 

The party with their single male attendant, a hobble-de- 
hoy nephew of Sir Peter's, had gone down-stairs to pass the 
interval in drinking tea, till the main body of the company 
should arrive, and the tuning of the musical instruments end. 
As other first comers followed the Sundons' example. Lady 
Sundon kept on the out-look to hail acquaintances. 

Lady Bell was resting and anticipating, with lips apart 
and a flickering smile, what hero of her train would turn up 
soonest. 

Miss Sundon was pensively helping Miss Lyddy Sundon to 
the last maccaroon, on which the hobble-de-hoy squire had 
oast a covetous eye, and remarking with a sigh, ** Sister, we 
need not have been so hurried as to take away the little 
appetites we have, scarcely a soul is to be seen. I under- 
stand it is the correct thing not to come till near ten o'clock. 
But you and I must do as we are bidden." 

'^ And a good thing for you too, girls," proclaimed Lady 
Sundon in her slightly view-halloo voice. " What ! wait till 
near fen and miss all the company coming, the best part of 
the pleasure, and the half of the concert — though I can't say 
I care for their Italian squalling ; give me one of Lady Bell's 
lessons on the spinnet, or a good English chorus. But my 
likings are neither here nor there. And no, say I, I shan't 
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be cheated of half my treat, such as it is. There is somebody 
I ought to know. Heyday ! it is my own cousin Harry Fane, 
oome up from his ship at Portsmouth.'' 

Lady Sundon whisked off her seat, unimpeded by her size 
or her years, as if she had been a girl of sixteen, and favoured 
by the thinness of the company, succeeded in overtaking and 
tapping with her fan the shoulder of a gentleman in blue 
and white uniform, whom she arrested in his course, and 
brought back with her, as a reward of virtue and early habits. 

"See what I've got by coming betimes, girls; sure, we 
might never have set eyes on each other if the rooms had 
been fbll," Lady Sundon cried exultingly, and then she 
rattled on in one long sentence, with breaks for breath. 
" You know my stepdaughters, Harry, and this is Lady Bell 
Trevor, a friend of Mrs. Sundon, of Ohevely (at least, she 
used to be of Chevely, poor soul ! before Greg Sundon went 
all to the dogs), who does us the honour of being with us this 
winter. All agog Lady Bell keeps us, I can tell you, so that 
neither she, nor we, cap. get peace for you men." 

'* Fray don't give me so bad a character, madam," objected 
Lady Bell demurely. 

" It has been the same tune," maintained Lady Sundon, 
** since she was Lady BeU Etheredge, Earl Etheredge's 
daughter (I hope you are up in your peerage, Harry), she 
had to marry old Squire Trevor, for peace, when she was a 
chit of fifteen, but he is dead, and she is as bad as ever." 

** Do you mean to fright your cousin, till he refuse to be 
presented to me. Lady Simdon?" Lady Bell cut short the 
tale of her conquests. 

** He ain't such a lubberly coward as to deprive himself of 
what blue jackets, as well as red coats, are fighting for ; if 
he were, he should get no harbour from me. Lady Bell 
Trevor, Captain Pane of the TItunderhomh. He may pull a 
long face at our frivolity, and pretend to find fault with ub 
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for being children playing with toys, but lie is net finch 
a bad fellow at bottom — as some of these misanthropes — 
misogynists, what-d'ye-caU-'ems." 

** I am obliged to you for the character of a sage, cousin," 
replied the gentleman with perfect gravity, ''Lady Bell 
Trevor, will you permit me, so soon after being introduced, 
to take the liberty of pitying you, if my cousin is serious in 
her account." 

** A humorist," Lady Bell commented to herself under her 
breath, ** an animal that I detest, though I understand my 
dear Mrs. Sundon has rather a fancy for the species — there 
is no accounting for tastes — neither is the specimen handsome 
to excuse him for any form of conceit. I dare say he is deyer 
in some dry disagreeable way." 

Captain Fane of ihe Thunderh<nnbf thus apostrophized and 
reviewed by bright keen eyes, was a young man of twenty- 
eight years. Although he was not strictly handsome, he had 
a good figure which his naval uniform set o£^ and his face — 
with a thick cogitative nose, a wrinkle between the eyebrows, 
and a tendency to squareness in the jaws — was lit up by a 
pair of fine eyes, and a pleasantness in his smile when he did 
smile, which was rather too seldom. 

Captain Fane accepted Lady Sundon's invitation to join 
her party ; he was on very good terms with his cousin, though 
she annoxmced to Lady Bell, '' he takes me off at no allow- 
ance," and in accordance with this communication Lady 
Sundon was continually nodding her head, and snapping her 
fan in mock agreement with, or smart protest at, Captain 
Fane's strictures. 

The gentleman was indemnifying himself for his concession 
to kindred feminine influence by the private reflection, 
" Here is a fine lady of fashion whom my * merry wife ' of a 
cousin has bagg^ by some chance. I'd better improve the 
opportunity of studying the latest shore and town foUies, 
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grafted on a woman's wilfulness and caprice. Heartless 
young dowager (why, she looks little more than a child !) to 
have married an * old Squire Trevor ' and buried him to boot, 
and to be looSing out for his successor, I warrant, with what 
she's been cunning enough to secure of the defunct Squire's 
goods. It is a bad, as weU as a mad world, my masters, but 
of all things I can't abide an artful joung woman, and this 
one looks so artless (which makes the art much worse) in the 
middle of her airs and graces." 

** Hany don't think we women have a pinch of sense," 
Lady Sundon was saying, ** besides the five senses we can't 
help having. As for him, I tell him that except that he's as 
sober as a judge (and he a sailor !), and is fond of books and 
instruments, having his cabin fitted up with them like a 
pedagogue's den, he's a regular chip of some of the horrid 
old woman-hating admirals. You are a woman of spirit, 
Lady Bell. I do wish that you would serve it out to him, or 
ts^e him in hand and do something to improve him." 

** Pardon me. Lady Simdon, I have neither time nor 
talent in that way," Lady Bell excused herself with one 
of her aiH, not approving of this proposal on so short an 
acquaintance, to^e cynical, saucy fellow's face. 

*' And I should not be worth the trouble. Lady Bell," the 
gentleman hastened to explain, ''I am afraid thut I am in- 
corrigible to any fair, fine lady's pains." 

Though neither of them exactly meant it, they were both 
BO disdainful, that it was a good deal like flinging down 
gauntlets on the first brush of their introduction — a mutual 
challenge, which was so far owing to Lady Sundon's blun- 
dering oordialiiy. 

'* Oh ! not so bad as that, Hany," exclaimed the good lady, 
who really liked her cousin, as she liked pickles or the pre- 
served ginger, with regard to which he had once been so 
mindful as to bring her a jar from the West Indies. ** I am 
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quite oonyinced, Lady Bell, that lie needs only to be smiled 
and frowned upon bj one of onr sex, and to hang on our 
smiles and tremble at our frowns, to be properly humbled, 
and made a mighty agreeable fellow of." 

''Indeed, ma'am: " answered Lady Bell, in a tone which 
sounded very much as if she had said, " He may, or he may 
not ; I am sure I don't care." 

" You are wrong, cousin," replied Captain Fane quickly, 
** I don't pretend to be worse or better than my neighbours, 
certainly ; but I do profess that where neither my judgment 
nor my conscience is addressed, I am not particidarly sus- 
ceptible to the wiles either of smiles or frowns, or for that 
matter of tears." 

'' Oh, you wretch ! " cried out even the Misses Sundon. 

"Why, what would you have?" remonstrated Captain 
Fane; "you ladies must submit to the fact that there are 
some ill-conditioned rebels against the rule of blandish- 
ments, while sea-horses of all horses are the worst to tame. 
However, a truce to me and my nature, a monstrously unin- 
teresting subject to introduce, LfUiy Sundon, what have you 
been doing with 3rourself lately ? " 

" Oh, we have been doing what we could when Sir Peter 
would spare us, so as to make the town and society the better 
even for my blowsy phiz ; but I've had my day, Harry, I've 
had my day. We've seen Mr. Garrick take leave of the 
stage in the Wonder j and the' new Italian singer — ^what's-his- 
name — make his first appearance in Artaxerxsa, We've 
heard Dr. Dodd preach in aid of the society for the recovery 
of the drowned, and been present at one of Madam Monta- 
gue's dinners to the chimney-sweeps. We've walked in the 
Mall and Kensington Gardens whenever the sun would keep 
us in countenance, which was not too often, when the sulky 
rogue let the Thames be froze at Mortlake during the late 
fall of snow. We've been both to the Queen's House and 
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the Mansion House, and to ever so many dinners and routs. 
We've even had our share of the new sickness, the influenza, 
which is all the vogue, though we could have dispensed with 
that token of fashion. I could not tell you all that we've 
been and done, Cousin Harry." 

"I think you've told me pretty well. Cousin Sundon," 
quoth Harry. '^I almost hesitate to propose that you should 
take a stroll, you must all be so knocked up ; no wonder that 
Miss Sundon and Miss Lyddy look as if a breath of air would 
blow them away." 

" A fiddlestick for their being blown away ! They're quite 
hearty if they would only think it. Lady Bell makes no 
complaint, and she is always as fresh as paint when a new 
pleasure is spoke of. She is something like a girl ; I have 
no patience with girls being vapoured, sir, it is a reproach 
on you men, if you understood it. Girls were different when 
I was yoimg, and I ain't vapoured now that I am old. If 
you were to cut and shuffle in a hornpipe, like a Jack tar on 
the boards, I could caper the steps of * Joan Saunderson ' or 
* Nancy Dawson ' back again. Since you won't, let us go the 
roimd, and see and be seen by all means ; what is life without 
a bit of pleasure ? " 
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A S the party went up-stairs, and strolled about amongst 
other animated groups, admiring what were reckoned 
the Gothic proportions of the Pantheon, listening to the 
rising strains of the orchestra, which still admitted the ring 
of laughing voices — ^buxom Lady Sundon grew radiant. 
" Now, ain't this nice, Harry ? " she demanded triumphantly ; 
" ain't it something to come on shore for — ^worth years of the 
sloppy, draggle-tailed country ? " 

'' As to nice, the word is too yag^e. I'd as lief not pledge 
myself to what you mean by niceness," he told her ; ** and I 
own to being rather fonder of green fields than filthy streets, 
after a long tack of blue waves." 

** But this ain't filthy streets, Harry. Now, I shall think 
you right down cross and contrary, if you refiise to admit 
that the Pantheon, at least, takes your fancy." 

" Then, not to mortify you, madam, the Pantheon itself 
is not half so silly or so bad as many places of public and 
private entertainment that I've been to in my life. If I were 
to stay on shore, and in London, I should not mind coming 
sometimes to the Pantheon." 

**I dare say you shouldn't — your humble servant^ Harry, 
for the condescension ! " 

** Especially if I were to come across such a man as Admiral 
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Byron," continued Captain Fane, bowing low to a blnff, 
elderly gentleman in passing. '* He played the man when 
lie was no more than a middy, young sir " — Captain Fane 
pointed the application by looking over his shoulder and 
addressing Sir Peter's nephew, walking between the Misses 
Sundon, and instantly beginning to swell with wrath because 
his tender years were hinted at — ** He was a castaway on a 
South Sea Island, and he managed to survive five years of hard- 
ship unparalleled in our day, among savages. There is some- 
body to look at, worth a hundred of your beaux and belles." 

''And ha'nt I stared the man out," declared Lady 
Sundon, ''till he thinks there's a hole in his epaulette, or a 
paper pinned on his back ?" 

" It isn't the luck of every one to be a castaway on a South 
Sea Island, and to learn a lesson &om savages," said Lady 
Bell. "Beaux and belles can't help their want of luck. 
You should be fair, Captain Fane." 

"I'll try. Lady BeU," he promised, "if you'll point out to 
me one man or woman of your fine fashionables — ^remember, 
I don't say civilians, I hope I'm not such a swaggering fire- 
eater as to confine merit to one or both of the services — who, 
in his or her different circumstances, has shown half the 
ingenuity and energy, not to say resignation, which my 
friend the Admiral was privileged, as you put it not incor- 
rectly, to display." 

" Oh, come, sir ! " cried Lady BeU with spirit, dropping her 
assumption of meekness, " I shall not have far to seek to con- 
fute your argument, and I shall take a woman in order to 
cover you with confusion. True, I don't say she has kindled 
a fire with fiints, or dug up* roots with her fingers, or knocked 
down birds with a stick ; but I conclude that you — an edu- 
cated gentleman — consider ingenidty and energy may be 
well bestowed in other respects than in relieving mere gross, 
bodily wants.** 
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I grant you that, Lady Bell." 

Do you see the lady in the silver gauze ? — ^not there, and 
that is not sHver gauze, that is white brocade, while the 
wearer is only charming Lady Hesketh. No, here, the 
slight young lady in the silver gauze, with the fine hair in a 
wave above her forehead, and the high aquiline nose— do you 
know what she is famous for ?" 

" No ; I must admit my ignorance." 

''Not for her beauty, although you may see she is 
beautiful ; not for being gallant General Conway's daughter ; 
not even for being wife to my Lord Milipn's son, who has the 
finest wardrobe in London — ^finer even than thirty thousand 
a year will stand, folks swear ; for men can be as vain as 
women sometimes, and a great deal more reckless in their 
vanity. But Mrs. Darner puts on a mob cap and canvas 
apron, and with those little white hands wields mallet and 
chisel, as well as moulds in wax and day. She hath done 
groups of animals as true as life, and busts of men and 
women — ^their speaking images. She is a great sculptor, sir, 
such as Mr. Bacon or Mr. NoUekens. What do you say to 
that?" Lady Bell wound up her peroration by making a 
profound curtsey. 

" It is aU gospel, Harry," Lady Sundon confirmed- the 
account. '' They tell me that pretty stylish woman is so far 
left to herself that she likes nothing better than muddling 
among wet blocks and splinters of stone^ and hewing away 
like any stonemason." 

"I stand corrected," admitted Harry Fane honestly, 
addressing himself to Lady Bell. '' I honour the lady both 
for her capacity and determination." 

''And I can assure you, sir, she is not the only woman 
who deserves your honour for intellect and perseverance," 
insisted Lady Bell, woman-like, not content with the inch 
conceded, but proceeding to ask a yard. " Of course it is not 
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giyen to many women to be endowed like Mrs. Darner, but if 
you knew my dear Mrs. Sundon, down at Summerkill, how 
wise she is, how attentive to all her duties, how regular and 
unwearied in her studies — well ! " she broke off enthusiasti- 
cally, ** she shames me into solidity and steadiness. I never 
have a fit of the gapes, and I am in no way flighty when I 
am with her." 

''That is a great testimony," said Captain Fane with 
grave abstraction, as if he were meditating on the force of 
the evidence. 

"You provoking man!" Lady Simdon reproached him, 
rapping him across the fingers with her fan, while Lady Bell bit 
her lips with pique, and turned away indignant at being laughed 
at, a process to which she was not over much accustomed. 

Lady Bell was too proud to pout, but she had made up her 
mind that she would submit to no more flouting from this 
impertinent, conceited sailor, when all at once he begged her 
pardon, said penitently and agreeably that Mrs. Sundon was 
at least fortunate in having such an advocate that he could 
take the unknown lady's superiority on trust. 

Lady Bell felt rewarded for her gallantry in fighting the 
humoursome sailor, when she had constrained him to soften 
his looks and tones, and to except not merely Mrs. Sundon 
but herself in his budget of criticism— if Lady Sundon had 
let the man alone in leaving him to his better mind, and had 
not, by interfering, spoilt all ! 

** Mercy on us!" Lady Sundon ejaculated, "wonders will 
never cease ; my polar bear has paid a compliment ! " 

** Not paid a compliment — ^told a truth," Captain Fane had 
condescended to say further, quite graciously. 

"Another, another, Harry! you're a reformed man on the 
spot — see what a pretty woman can do — a bear that has 
changed its skin!" Lady Sundon had leapt too fast to a 
conclusion. 
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'' I am afraid I must damp your expectation, and shock 
you once more/' alleged Captain Fane, with a perverse 
twinkle in his eyes, ** for I was about to add that if your 
Mrs. Sundon is so wondrous wise a woman, why did she go 
* in the galley/ as I have understood she did? I mean, why 
did she throw herself away on so dissipated a man, and so 
inveterate a gambler as Gregory Sundon, of Chevely, whose 
disgrace has been so manifest and black, that he has been 
siifiTered to drop clean out of this corrupt enough gay world, 
as well as out of his wife's ofiPended sight. If she was to be 
particular, she should have begun sooner." 

"Sir!" replied Lady Bell, with her hot young generosity 
firing up in every word, "I do not pretend to justify my 
fHend in every act of her life ; and for the magnanimous faith 
with which she trusted her precious self and her fortune to 
the imhappy husband who failed her, I say nothing, save 
that it ill becomes even so faultless and prudent a man, as I 
do not doubt Captain Fane is, to blame her." 

** Well said — as good as a play, Lady Bell. Lady Bell, 
I'm proud of you," protested Lady Simdon. *' Hit him hard 
when you're at it! Yes, indeed, you're no better than a 
mean scamp, though you are my own cousin, Harry; and 
I did not think it of you, for all your droll crustiness and 
carping words, till Lady Bell hath opened my eyes — ^to twit 
a fine woman with her indiscreet tenderness to one of your 
own imgrateful sex — as well kiss and tell. What have you 
to say for yourself? " 

"Nothing!" answered Harry, with a little shrug of his 
broad shoulders, " and Lady Bell need not hit harder, seeing 
she has hit hard enough to fioor me already. Madam, I was 
wrong to urge such an inconsistency in your friend. It was 
ill done on my part, as you said. I cannot do less than 
make amends to her and to you by saying that I am sorry for 
my unhandsome words." 
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Again Lady Bell was propitiated bj a new and rare 
flattery in finding that she could sway and subdue not a 
willing slave, not an indolent, careless adorer, but a restive 
and opinionatiye man. For here was one who might have had 
the misfortune to be a little singular to begin with, and who, 
after having been confined to ship-board from childhood, 
turned up in the smooth, accommodating world, all angles, 
* ready-formed prepossessions and prejudices. 

Under the subtle incense. Lady Bell looked at her an- 
tagonist more deliberately over her fan, and out of a pair 
of eyes analjrtically inclined. 

She settled that though he was contradictory and a little 
abrupt and harsh in his contradictions, otherwise he was not 
in the least ill-mannered or boorish, but had altogether the 
air of a gentleman and a man of education, and was thus of 
the new school of naval officers. He looked also a man of 
sense, even of some benevolence, when he gave way to her, 
and was so quick and candid in the kind of courage which 
confessed even to so small a shortcoming as a mistaken judg- 
ment in conversation. 

As Lady Bell arrived at this improved verdict, the music in 
chief began, and the party had to take their seats and listen. 

When the concert was ended, Lady Bell was accosted and 
monopolized by one after another of her numerous Mends, 
danglers, and satellites, until Lady Sundon's parfy quitted 
the Pantheon. 



CHAPTER XXVm. 

BOULTON's OODffl AKD WEDGWOOD's DI8HX8. 

I^EXT morning Captain Fane called for his cousins in 
Cleveland Court, to inquire after Sir Peter and propose 
a party which, should be a compromise between his ideas and 
theirs. 

'^You seem to have been at so many sights, " Captain 
Fane said, '' that there are only one or two left for you to 
see, but as you have gone hitherto with the multitude, I 
should not wonder though you have, without any blame to 
your judgments, of course, missed some choice exhibitions.'' 
He addressed Lady Sundon at her fringe-loom and the young 
ladies at their tambour-frames. 

" Now what may they be, Harry ? We shall be vastly 
obliged to you for enlightening us." Her ladyship was open 
to a suggestion. 

" There are the exhibitions of Mr. Boulton's new coins, 
medals, and machinery ; and there is the show of the new 
Staffordshire ware which men of science and taste are 
flocking to." 

** Dear heart alive, are we men of science ? " remonstrated 

Lady Sundon ; '* we've been to Cox's museum, where an 

artiflcial bird sings, and to the place kept by the Swiss in 

King Street, Covent Garden, where the effigy of a boy 

writes, and the effigy of a girl draws, and another effigy of 
/ p 
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a young lady — ^the marrow of Lyddy there — plays the piano ; 
and that is enough science for me, if indeed, it ain't the 
black art, which it is uncommonly like. I thought you were 
going to tell of a fresh batch of wild Indians, with their 
paint and war dances ; or of the last caught syren, with her 
gills serving as curls, and a fin rising on the top of her head 
for that matter instead of our present fashionable * heads ' 
^-odd ! ain't it, that the syrens should have the fashions at 
the bottom of the sea ? — or of a new fortune-teller." 

** What could put all these foolish things into your head, 
my lady ? " complained Captain Fane. 

** * These are the least the man can have in his eye,' I said 
to myself," she told him for her explanation. ** I am extra- 
ordinaiy disappointed. No, sir; you are a clever dog in 
your way, and not a bad dog at bottom, since your bark is 
worse than your bite, though you have a little of the bulldog 
in you too when your temper is fairly roused, but you have 
no notion how to please and divert ladies, that's dear." 

** Very likely I have not," answered Captain Fane a little 
glimily, "but sure I did you no disparagement when I 
evened you to what delights men of parts." 

"No, indeed. Captain Fane," spoke up Lady Bell, her 
natural and high-bred sweetness in a ferment at the re> 
ception which had been accorded even by good-natured 
Lady Simdon to the young sailor's overture, which was a 
little too affable in its tone, perhaps, but was obliging and 
kindly meant. 

Farther Lady Bell hated to think that Captain Fane 
would suppose women in general, and she in particular, 
had not minds above the vulgar marvels which Lady Sundon 
had quoted. 

"If you will forgive me for saying so. Lady Sundon," Lady 
Bell gave her opinion, " you are in the wrong box. All the 
first people in town, ladies as well as gentlemen, are running 
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to look at the medallions and vases. They were inspected by 
their majesties in person t'other day, and the Queen gave an 
order for ornaments to the chimney-pieces of her private 
rooms. 'I know my Mrs. Sundon would not forgive me if I 
returned to the country without having set eyes on these 
works. I don't pretend to be very wise myself, but I hope I 
have no objection to improving my mind, and that I have 
sufficient patriotism to be proud of the growing manufactures 
of my country." 

*' Upon my word, Lady Bell, you put an old woman to 
shame," exclaimed Lady Sundon, always ready to admire 
whatever Lady Bell said or did, and yet in earnest in her 
admiration. "Hear her! a young modish beauty evening 
herself to self-improvement and patriotism like any wizened 
bookworm. Have your way, child ; I am sure it is a most 
creditable way, and I am glad Captain Fane has been so 
mindful as to put it in your power. But as I am a score and 
more of years too old for improving my mind or patronising 
my country, and my inclination ain't in that line, I shall 
devote the morning to dancing attendance on my Sir Peter. 
It will help to keep the poor soul sweet, and gain me liberty 
for some more enticing occasion."' 

"I think we shall be able to get on without you, 
cousin." 

** Get away with you, fellow. Tou don't want a chaperon, 
Lady Bell, you yourself are the most charming chaperon in 
Lon'on; while poor Nancy and Lyddy there, that are nigh 
ten years older than you, never having had the luck to be 
married, ccm't stir abroad without me jogging at their 
elbows ; though, gracious me ! my office is very much a 
sinecure so far as the men are concerned." 

'^Good heavens! Lady Sundon, how can you tell such 
stories about sister's age and mine ? " screamed Miss Lyddy. 
** As for men, if we were willing to grin and ogle — " she bit 
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her tongue in time to prevent herself adding, " and to many 
men older than our father — ^" 

** I don't know that the grinning would do it, Lyddj,'' 
observed the incorrigible Lady Sundon, shaking h^r head ; 
"you haven't teeth for grins, neither you nor Nancy, they're 
too black. But what do you say, girls, about this morning's 
doings ? Is it to be ' hey ! ' for Lady Bell and cousin Harry, 
with their pots and mugs, or ' hey ! ' for a dosing and darning 
match at home." 

'^Ghracious, madam," interposed Miss Sundon peevishly, 
"how can you phrase it that we should cry 'hey! ' for 
anything; though I am certain we are as fond of being 
instructed and entertained as Lady Bell or anybody." 

*' I wish you would look sprightlier about it then, Nancy," 
recommended Lady Sundon, "for who would come to the 
house, I should like to know, if they were treated to nothing 
but dismals — ^from Sir Peter's pains to your and Lyddy's 
quarrels with the weather for taking your hair out of the 
curl — and not a shade of relief from a joke or laugh to shake 
one's sides and warm one's blood like a sip of oheny 
brandy ? " 

When the party set out, Lady Bell took care to qualify her 
support of the expedition by turning over Oaptain Fane to 
walk with one of his cousins, while she walked with the other. 
" I am not going to make the man too proud«" reflected Lady 
Bell, with a quiet consciousness that she had it in her power 
to make a man hold up his head among his fellows ; " he is 
saucy enough without that." 

The winter weather was passably dry, so that the fact of 
Oxford Street's not being paved did not matenaltjr interfere 
with the ladies' comfort. They saw a man in the act of 
being whipped roimd Covent Garden, but he was not in their 
way. His worship the Mayor's coach passed them, but they 
were not aware of the ciroumstanoe that he had been robbed 
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that very morning, in sight of his retinue, at Tumham Qreen, 
by a single highwayman, who swore that he would shoot 
whoever resisted. Though the knowledge had travelled fast, 
it would not have inflicted qualms even on the Misses 
8undon, for they were not going out of town. 

The walking party were not so fortunate as to encounter 
the wild Indians, who loomed so largely in Lady Sundon's 
imagination as one of the sights of London this year; but 
they got a glimpse of Omiah, the native of Otaheite brought 
home by Captain Cook. The drawback was that the inte- 
resting savage was not at the moment in South Sea costume, 
which, perhaps, was not exactly suited to a January day in 
London — on the contrary, he formed a dingy representative 
of an Englishman in a frock and pantaloons. 

Li the rooms where were the last clean-cut coinage, the 
casts of figures in metal, the ingenious docks, and the skeleton 
models of larger machines, which were to turn the world 
upside down. Lady Bell did her best to be interested and 
edified. But after all she found her greatest fascination in 
Captain Fane's intelligent satisfaction, which stimulated and 
warmed the whole man, so that his incredulity gave way to 
credulity, and in place of sardonic fault-finding he grew, as 
it sounded, quite extravagant in his praise, and became 
boyish in his animation. 

" These are the marvels of creative mind. Lady Bell. They 
are signs of battles won over the opposing elements. I'd 
liefer fight with air and water for my fellow-creatures than 
fight my fellow-creatures themselves. I'd sooner have been 
Mr. Boulton, of Birmingham, or the grey stooping Scotchman 
his partner, Mr. Watt, who has come up to town about a 
patent, and is standing yonder explaining his pistons and 
valves to a ooimtry mechanic, than I would have been 
Admiral Eodney or poor Lord Clive." 

'^Nay, but Captain Fane, without our Admirals and 
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Generals where would be the victories of peace?" objeoted 
Lady Bell, putting up her little chin shrewdly. 

** True, for our comfort," admitted Captain Fane ; " and if 
wishes were horses, beggars would ride. It is one thing to 
command even his Majesty's flag-ship, and nail the colours 
to the mast if need be, and another to control the elements. 
There were many captains in Syracuse, but only one Archi- 
medes. That spare stooping man is the Archimedes of the 
modem world." 

''And he hath the air of a tradesman," said one of the 
Miss Sundons softly, as if resigning herself perforce to the 
lamentable want of style of the modem Archimedes. 

''Or of an old schoolmaster," chimed in Lady Bell mis- 
chievously, with a half inadvertent glance of approving 
contrast at Captain Fane's stalwart, well-carried figure. 

It was a '* very pretty" manly figure, though it was not 
that of an effeminate dandy such as Admiral Eodney had 
shown himself, before his debts drove him to France, and 
although it had not escaped the professional rolling gait of 
the sailor. 

Doubtless even so strict and wise a judge as Harry Fane 
was prepared to be, felt propitiated, whether he knew it or 
not, by the invidious womanish glance which contrasted the 
person of the great mechanic with that of the obscure naval 
officer, and awarded the advantage to the latter. 

"What would you have?" he said, smiling. "Sure 
he has the best to his share, and there is an old 
schoolmaster in Bolt Court, at whom we should not dare to 
peep, but whom ladies of quality, I am glad to say, have 
paid with all the coin at their command, for his generosity 
towards them." 

"Ah! you mean the great and good Dr. Johnson," ex- 
claimed Lady Bell eagerly. " My Mrs. Sundon and I, we 
should have been proud to wait on him, on our bended knees. 
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if we had got the opportunity. But I fear his health is 
failing too much for him to appear often in society. I did 
hope to have had a glimpse of him, though I should have 
half died with fear lest he had set me down, as he is a little 
prone to do poor fine ladies who do not take his fancy. But 
you would not compare a man of such erudition in letters to 
a mere mechanic, however ingenious in his own line ?" 

** I should like to hear what the great honest man of letters 
would have to say to the imputation of superiority ; I should 
like to hear what posterity will haye to say/' exclaimed 
Captain Fane with lively impatience. ** But I confess I have 
a natural weakness for the science which provides me with a 
compass, and the mechanics which build me a ship, so that 
possibly I am not a fair authority on the comparative merits 
of science and literature." 

** Sir, the very fact of your owning to a natural weakness 
vouches for your impartiality as a witness," Lady Bell 
declared with her quaint g^raciousness. 

Through what was audacious in the commendation of 
so young a lady, there vibrated an exquisite under-tone of 
simplicity and nobleness. It contributed to sofken still 
further the crude stiffness, essential to the naval moralist, 
not yet thirty, in his bearing towards Lady Bell, against 
whose heartlessness and artfulness he had forearmed himself, 
when he first contemplated with unequivocal condemnation 
the inconsistency of her position as the youngest and loveliest 
of dowagers. 

When Captain Fane proceeded to escort his ladies to the 
exhibition of Wedgwood ware, he found that there was no 
further call for him to point out excellences, extol achieve- 
ments, and elicit the faint echo of his own enthusiasm. Lady 
Bell especially was in imafiected delight. Her whole artistic 
nature was stirred; she was excited to the highest epjoy- 
ment. 
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Lady Bell dew from fountcdn to statue, from plateau to 
vase. Slie hung over the nymphs, with their garlands, over 
the groups of flowers — ^herself the most graceful nymph and 
blooming flower that met the spectator's eye. 

She was on her own ground. The yare of Wedgwood 
and the designs of Flaxman were, indeed, infinitely beyond 
her poor little performances in "composition " for seals and 
patterns for ruffles ; but the spirit of the two was not so wide 
apart as to prevent Lady Bell's entering heart and soul into 
the finished work before her^ and rejoicing in its culmination. 

" If Mr. Watt is a stooping, 8pect€u;le<} man, whose grey 
hair needs no powder, as powder will not donceal its weather- 
worn whiteness, what do you say to all t^se elegant forms 
and materials owing their origin to a small-pox-seamed work- 
ing man, wanting a leg ? " • Captain Pane tried her. 

She only laughed. "I should say he was Vulcan himself, 
only Vulcan was a smith, not a potter. But I was thinking 
of the shield of Achilles, of which I have read in Mr. Pope's 
' Homer.' I shotild not mind what he was who could shed 
beauty around him. Look at these sky-blues, sea-greens, 
shell lilacs, and pearl-whites. Notice that cup on the stalk. 
Captain Fane; what a globe, what delicately raised birds! 
I vow I can count their feathers in flight along the rim. But 
I am forgetting to thank you, sir," ezdaimed Lady Bell, 
stopping on a sudden thought, and turning to her conductor 
with frank gratitude. **You have given me a very happy 
morning. And not only that, but on many another morning 
when I am dabbling feebly enough with my box of colours 
scad my embroidery chenilles, I shall think of this morning, 
and recall to my profit, sure, as well as to my pleasure, 
Mr. Botilton's coins and medals, and Mr. Wedgwood and 
Mr. Bentley's least dish." 

** Will you make me happy in return, Lady Bell, by con- 
ferring on me an additional favour ? " said Hany Fane with 
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an impulsiye etammer that was directly opposed to Ms usual 
cahnnesSy and yet was by no means unbecoming in the grave 
young man. ** Will you do me the honour to accept this cup 
from me, and keep it as a trophy of "Wedgwood and a me- 
mento of what you have been so good as to call a happy 
morning ? " and the fellow who was known for his restive- 
ness and captiousness, spoke the words humbly, as if he were 
addressing them to a queen. 

"With the greatest pleasure, sir," answered Lady Bell, 
without a shade of reluctance, and with a sigh of piire satis- 
faction and exultation in the promised possession. ** I have 
been longing to make a purchase of a small sample of the 
wonders before me, to take it home and preserve it as one 
of my cherished treasures. But I feared that my shallow 
purse, already well emptied with town requisitions and ex- 
travagances, could not compass what I desired. I am tres- 
passing on your friendliness ; but besides being yourself a 
lover of art, you are a kinsman of my kind hostess, and 
I declare, through Sir Peter, you are related to my Mrs. 
Sundon." 

Lady BeU slightly impaired the winning ingenuousness of 
her acceptance by thus arguing it out, in order to justify it in 
her own eyes. But she atoned for the falling off by the 
evident gratification with which she hailed a thread of con- 
nection between Captain Fane and Mrs. Sundon. 

So agreeably was Lady Bell persuaded of the slender link, 
that she helped the open-handed sailor. Miss Sundon and 
Miss Lyddy, to choose a piece of Wedgwood ware for 
Mrs. Sundon, in addition to the pieces for Lady Sundon and 
the girls, and readily imdertook to take care of the former 
piece, convey and present it to Mrs. Sundon, along with the 
almanack for her friend, and the set of flappers for Caro, 
which Lady Bell had in store. 

Lady Bell made no comment, though she could hardly have 

10 
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OTorlooked a circumstance^ wkicK she might attribute, as the 
Sundons attributed it, to her higher rank. There was the 
same characteristic difference between Lady Bell's cup and 
the plates and saucers of the others that there had been 
between Benjamin's mess and the messes of his brethren, 
as sent them from the hands of Joseph, when Jacob's sons 
went in and ate with the ruler of Egypt. Lady Bell's piece 
of Wedgwood ware was Ave times more yaluable than the 
other pieces. « 



CHAPTER XXEL 

A PABTT ON THB WATER* 

/CAPTAIN FANE, young wiseacre aa lie was, reckoned fool- 
ishly with little knowledge of the world, and less know- 
ledge of woman's nature, that the next time he met Lady Bell 
he should take up the acquaintance at the very point at which 
he had left it off, on the lucky hit of his introducing the 
ladies to the galleries of science and art. 

Far from, it, every incident, every influence was different. 
Dramatis persona had entered on the scene who were as new 
as they were distasteful to Harry Fane ; but they were not 
new to Lady Bell, and they and their fellows were possessed 
of long established claims on her regard. 

True, some weeks had passed during which Captain Fane 
had been before his chiefs of the Admiralty, and kept hard 
at work on his professional business ; but a few weeks were 
nothing, in Hany Fane's estimation, to warrant this trans- 
formation. 

When Captain Fane employed his next disengaged morn- 
ing, in repairing to his cousin's house in Cleveland Court, he 
found a gay company marshalled there, about to take advan- 
tage of an unusually fine Februaiy day to have a party on 
the water. 

" Well come, Harry ! " cried hearty Lady Sundon ; " we 
only lacked a naval man to sit in the end of our barge." 
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" We shall be glad to avail onrselves of your experienoey 
sir," Lady Bell, whose party it was specially, was polite 
enough to say ; but it was said carelessly, and she did not 
wait for an answer, as both her ears were monopolized. 

The one ear was filled with the whispers of an affected, 
lisping woman, into whose affectation and lisp there could 
yet be infused such a judiciously-mixed spice of wit and 
scftndal as very often rendered her whispers irresistible to 
their hearers. 

Lady Bell's remaining ear was kept fixed by the honeyed 
sharpness of tongue of a long, lazy, handsome man, in the 
lingering exquisiteness of costume of a purple-velvet coat 
and breeches and white silk stockings, double vest — one 
white, the other jonquil colour — two watch guards, a soli- 
taire, diamond buckles, and a little hat. 

Beside this full-fledged, fine-hued gentleman, Captain 
Fane, in his plain blue and white uniform, looked a very 
sober, and, in his present humour, a somewhat gruff bird ; 
but Harry took up his gold-laced hat on the . amount of en- 
couragement he received, and went with the company. 

He was the more induced to join the party because he was 
all at once seized with a burning wish and necessity to ascer- 
tain the precise terms on which Lady Bell Trevor stood with 
two of her companions. 

Partial and superficial as Captain Fane's acquaintance 
with the fashionable world was, the pair were too marked 
jbr him not to have a chance of beings familiar with their 
antecedents. 

Sir George Waring and Mrs. Lascelles were connected by 
more than an accidental association, though they had escaped 
the ignominy of a miserable bond of union. The owners of 
the names were continually to be seen together at the same 
gay parties, some of which were of a debatable character. 

It was well understood that the couple were fast allies, 
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tliougli the nature of the alliance remained a mjsteiy. Waa 
it friendship among the heartless, as there is honour among 
thieves ? Lady Bell honestly belieyed so. 

Was it true, as some said, that Sir George had bought over 
Mrs. Lascelles by a large debt won from her at piquet, to 
back him in all his endless idle schemes and intrigues, and 
to play iato his hand in the fickle, evil aims of the life at 
once of a Sir Fribble and a Lovelace ? 

Did the solution lie in an unauthorised, low-toned love 
between the wickedly good-natured pair, who, with the 
wisdom of the serpent, held the passion in check, and pre- 
served their cool, careless mask, trusting faintly that death 
might one day interpose in their behalf, and remove Mrs. 
Lasoelles's husband, or, waiting deliberately till the love 
rooted in ashes and fed on malignant vapours, shoidd be 
surely and for ever extinguished ? 

As for Mrs. Lascelles's husband, he played no prominent 
part in the drama, and put in no claim for sympathy. He 
waff as basely indifferent as the others ; he simply tolerated 
his wife, and accorded her his protection, so long as she did 
not outrage it. 

Li reality there was no public scandal concerning these 
people ; but Harry Fane could not endure to see Lady Bell 
Trevor with them, on intimate terms, and she was still seated 
between the two in the barge. 

Mrs. Lascelles wriggled as a serpent wriggles its glossy 
spots, and shot forth unholy g^een fire, dragon-like, on the 
right of Lady Bell. 

On the left lounged Sir George, as a splendid sleek tiger 
steps stealthily before it springs, and even when it is too gorged 
and not greedy enough to spring, bites in wanton playfulness. 

Lady Bell was so ignorant of the true nature of such 
persons, that she stopped short with admiring their orange 
and sable glories; she was tickled and taken with, rather 
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than repelled, by the green fire of Mrs. Lascelles's brilliant 
Bcandal, and the playful biting of Sir George's balf-caressing, 
highly cultivated cynicism, — something altogether different 
from Harry Fane's wholesome, blustering criticism. 

In addition to Lady Bell's ignorance, her perceptions were 
slightly warped, so that she was disposed to be but too lenient 
to the hole whence she herself had been dug, and the pit 
from which she had been drawn. 

The barg^ swept along, among other and less ornamental 
barges laden with hay, ooals, sheep, and pigs, past wharfs 
and piers, under bridges, below balconies and projecting 
stories of buildings, by gables of houses — ^until it lefb stone 
and lime behind, and reached green banks and lawns, though 
the trees still stretched brown, gnarled, or drooping boughs, 
sharp and unclothed, against the blue of the sky. There 
was just the dimly sweet, green budding of a fine February 
to tell that spring was at hand. 

Lady Bell smiled brightly and chatted freely with her 
chosen companions. 

Captain Fane had no resource but to fume secretly, and 
seek, as he steered, to be contented with the companionship 
of the Sundons. There was one safeguard in Lady Sundon's 
irrepressible good fellowship, which was restrained by no 
extreme delicacy or himiility, that it combated successfully 
her instinctive homage to rank and fashion, and prevented 
her from being left entirely out of any group in her vicinity. 

8ir George and Mrs. Lascelles's blandness, — ^the great 
quality on which they prided themselves, in the absence of 
all higher qualities, — ^might not have remained unalloyed 
with insolence. The g^tleman and lady might have rebuffed 
what they regarded as offensiye intrusion in Lady Sundon's 
freedom of speech, seeing that the pair attached themselves 
to the Sundons solely on Lady Bell's account. But dear, 
delightful, naa've little Lady Bell had her weaknesses, which 
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her Mends were quick enough to perceiye and respect in 
time. One of these weaknesses was, that she. would not 
submit to see snubbing administered in her presence to 
the hospitable coiintiy baronet's wife and her absurdly 
gawkj step-daughters, with whom she had the misfortune to 
be domiciled in town. 

Neither would the froward goddess consent at present to 
be rescued, to quit these Sundons and put herself under the 
guardianship of Mrs. Lascelles, who, if she and Sir George 
had got their will, would have had Lady Bell, without delay, 
cut the whole connection, even so far as her dear Mrs. 
Sundon. * 

Mrs. Sundon was a true woman of quality, and of the 
world, indeed, but she had abandoned her sphere, and might 
live to turn queen's evidence against her old world, any day. 
She was blue, stuck up, and tiresomely yirtuous for a yoimg 
woman. Lady BeU spoilt herself 'by quoting and aping this 
model. 

But Sir George and Mrs. LasceUes must set to work 
cautiously in doing their benevolent " possible " to cure Lady 
BeU of this and other defects. Borne was not bmlt in one 
day, and neither in one day would a wilful girl's rampant 
staunchness and warm-he£trtedness be converted into a con- 
veniently faithless and lukewarm state of the affections. 

In the meantime. Lady Sundon had insisted on drawing 
everybody's attention to Chelsea, because she had once 
assisted at a " whim" there, when she had gone over Ohelsea 
Hospital. 

The bmlding had, at this time, its wounded soldiers who 
had been disabled at Bunker's Hill, and some of whom Captain 
Fane had brought home in his frigate. 

There was a little talk of the engagement, in which the 
general company joined. It was notable that Sir George, 
who was a carpet knight, treated the resistance as a sorry 
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trifle, and always called the men who had inetituted it, 
"rebels." .But Captain Fane, who had seen service, and 
fought stoutly against these rerj men, merely named them 
*' provincials," and stated plainly that they were right, when 
they declared that they had not lost the battle, since, though 
they were driven out of the entrenchments, they had suc- 
ceeded in no less an achievement than that of blockading the 
English army. 

Lady Bell inquired with interest after Captain Fane's own 
adventures, of which he was specially unwilling to speak in 
such a company. But he told what some of his messmates 
had done under fire : how they had been lying waiting their 
turn from the surgeons, when red-hot shot had passed once 
and again through the cockpit; notwithstanding, it had 
spared the Thunderhtnnya lads, though it was only for them to 
be lodged, by his Majesty's and the country's kindness, in 
the other hospital, Qreenwich. 

'' I suppose the dear timber-toes prefer their beef salt and 
their tobacco stale for the sake of old associations," sug- 
gested Sir George, mincingly. 

"Then, I'm sure it is no kindness to deny them their 
sweet tastes," followed up Mrs. Lascelles. " There need not 
be these rows about the Lords of the Admiralty helping 
themselves to the f\mds. The Lords of the Admiralty are 
always helping themselves to something, worse than the 
lords of the Treasury, — ^but both lords must live. Oh, for- 
give me, Captain Fane, and don't look so fierce. I dare say 
it is the shore that demoralises your Mends." 

" I dare say it is, madam, if they are demoralised, which I, 
their servant, have no business to take for granted,*' replied 
Captain Fane angrily. 
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DISOOBD. 

T 'KNOW that the shore demoralised my friend Lady Kitty 
Lake/' continued Mrs. Laficelles, benignly; ** she could 
not be prcTailed on to leave it after she had reached it again. 
But what do you think her Commodore did to her, my 
dear Lady Bell ? Kept her under dosed hatches — ^whatever 
these may be — with no more light than half a tallow candle 
to make her head and do herself up, whenever the ship had 
taken a prize, and there was an insinuating enemy on board. 
However, she stole a march on her tyrant. She amused 
herself in the middle of some shocking sea-fight, by getting 
herself up in an imitaciun of her huflhand^s uniform. You 
must know she is a big, imposing-looking woman, and he a 
little ton of a man, as fat as one of the pigs in the coops, 
copper colour in complexion, bristling all over with hogs' 
hair, and in the habit of amusing himself with cursing and 
swearing through a speaking trumpet. I believe he is 
known as the 'Cursing Conmiodore,' though how cursing 
should be a means of disting^uishing him from other com- 
modores, I am at a loss to say. Well, the moment the firing 
ceased. Lady Kitty, metamorphosed into a creditable officer, 
ran upon deck, and was in time to get the enemy to deliver 
up to her his sword, which she returned with a genteel bow. 
The Commodore was so frightened for the trick's being noised 
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abroad — and lie laughed at, if not superseded — ^that lie 
was forced to oonniye at it, and so lost the opportunity of 
behaving with his usual brutality." 

"Allow me to tell you, madam,'' interposed Captain Fane, 
rery sternly for the occasion, " that Commodore Lake has 
the reputation of being a most humane, as well as a yery 
gallant officer in his squadron, to which I have the honour 
to belong." 

**Vm quite easy, sir," lisped Mrs. Lascelles, without a 
second's awkwardness in the concession ; ''I tell the stoiy 
as it was told to me. Perhaps you hare also the pleasure 
of knowing my friend Lady Kitty." 

''No, madam; and I conjecture that I should not feel 
myself at all worthy of the acquaintance," growled Harry 
Fane. 

*'0h, I don't know that, sir," urged Mrs. Lascelles, 
blandly. " Lady Kitty makes every allowance ; particularly 
when, poor soul ! she is a prisoner in a hideous den of a ship, 
with none but you amiable tars to make eyes at, in order to 
pass her time." 

" Now, can't you be. amiable, Harry," said Lady Sundon, 
in an audible aside, ** as madam gives you credit for being 
without too much reason? Yes, I assure you, madam," 
declared Lady Sundon, in a louder key, and directly address- 
ing Mrs. Lascelles, ** if my cousin had been on ship-board 
with your Lady Kitty, he would have been mighty proud to 
be made eyes at by so distinguished a lady, and would have 
done his best to entertain her with his books, and maps, and 
specimens. He is a fellow of parts, though he don't do him- 
self justice, or lay himself out to be agreeable." 

** What a pity ! " exclaimed Mrs. Lascelles, sleepily. 

''Ain't it?" responded Lady Sundon, with animation. 
" I often teU him so. There ! Hany, do you hear that ? " 

" Captain Fane is obliged to you for telling me and the 
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world what lie takes such pains to hide under a bushel/' 
remarked Mrs. Lascelles ; ** but Lady Kitty is like myself — 
she don't much affect books and maps." 

''No more do I/' said Lady Sundon cordially; ''and I 
wish Ebny would throw them aside, and cultivate company 
manners." 

"La! you know you don't practise what you preach," 
objected Miss 8undon, who had been engrossed with admi- 
ration of Mrs. Lascelles and Sir George, but who felt that 
it was time to yindicate the superior delicacy of herself and 
her sister from any suspicion of complicity with Lady 
Sundon's breezy vigour. "You are always professing to 
sister and me, Lady Sundon, when we try to hold you again, 
to get you to be quiet, and to adopt that repose which is so 
necessary and becoming to a delicate female — -jihat you 
despise company manners." 

" Because I ain't a delicate female, child, and I am your 
father's wife, the mistress of you and Lyddy and the whole 
house, as I can tell all concerned," said Lady Sundon a little 
indignantly. " If I were a bad mistress of Sir Peter's family 
you would not venture to speak so to me ; therefore, I can 
well afford to let your foolish tongue wag without minding 
it," continued Lady Sundon, rapidly cooling down and re- 
covering her habitual good humour. " Besides, can't you 
see that I am too old to learn company manners, as I am too 
old to improve my mind, which I was telling you t'other day. 
Lady BeU ? " 

" Don't learn anything that is foreign to you, dear Lady 
Sundon." Lady BeU forbade any change. " Be always your- 
self, your best self." 

" And I shall crave leave, without any permission granted," 
spoke up Captain Fane, " to remain myself, even my worst 
self, rather than take a leaf out of another man's book, say 
Sir George "Waring's." 



228 LADY BELU 

** Sir, I am honoured by figming as your example." Sir 
George nodded slighilj, and took snuff. 

Lady Bell was vexed by tbe turn the oonversation was 
taking, and the utter want of harmony in her company. Of 
what good the clear, curling water, the precocious spring 
weather, the delightful gliding motion of the boat which the 
rowers were sending along so smoothly to green Bichmond 
and Hampton — ^if quarrelling were the order of the day ? 

Mrs. Lascelles might not dislike it at the expense of Lady 
BelL and her host's family, because it would form a tit-bit of 
conversation to retail, well spiced and served hot, in the next 
party which Mrs. Lascelles should enter. 

8ir George might not mind. This fashionable goddess and 
god were somewhat above human feeling, and could take their 
sport out of the discomfiture of others. But these others 
were troubled, and showed themselves in their worst colours, 
and unreasonable Lady Bell blamed Captain Fane as the 
cause. Why was he so stern in contradicting Mrs. Lascellee's 
incredible story of Lady Kitty Lake ? Where was the use 
of contradicting it at aU, when nobody believed it, and when 
it was not meant to be believed ? Why was he so rude to 
Sir George Waring? 

Lady BoU tried to make a diversion in the conversation as 
the boat was approaching Bichmond. She began to remark 
upon the houses and their occupants. 

Then the attention of Sir George and Mrs. Lascelles be- 
came concentrated on a white house in the background, while 
they expatiated on the merits and misfortunes of its owner. 

*' It is enough to make a fellow doubt all good," protested 
Sir George, with something like melancholy energy, "to 
think of the fate of poor dear Lady Di, consigned from the 
tender mercies of a fool only to those of a brute ! " 

** And she so clever to be twice taken in," protested Lady 
Bell, with soft wonder. "She is another Mrs. Damer, 
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Captain Fane." 8he turned to Hany in explanation, 
thinking to propitiate the bear, and seeking to allay a little 
twinge of conscience where her sweeping censure of that 
gentleman was concerned. 

Had he not been attentire and kind to her on a recent 
occasion ? By whose fault after all had he been suffered to 
fall into neglect, or to be twitted and tormented that day, 
until he had assumed an attitude of marked hostility to those 
around him? 

''We are speaking of Lady Di Beauclerk, who can paint 
like a Breughel or a Sneyders," finished Lady Bell. 

"I dare say, sir" — Mrs. LasceUes came between the 
couple with her affectation of artlessness — "you prefer a 
simpler, shorter road to excellence. You think Lady Di 
would have been better employed if she had been tossing 
pancakes or hemming dish-clouts." 

** I don't know about simpler, shorter roads," cried Captain 
Fane defiantly, ** but I confess I prefer straight lines, and I 
have no pity to waste on crooked ones. I do think that your 
paragon. Lady Di, would haye been a rast deal better 
employed in bearings — ay, even in seeking to better the 
enormities of one sinner, than in making a trial, for a 
change, by the aid of the law of diyorce, how she^ should 
like the enormities of another. And when she finds that 
she cannot abide the second any more than the first, she 
raises a precious pother, forsooth! because she is properly 
punished." 

Lady Bell was aggrieved, even shocked, by this plain 
speaking. Lady Di had been so heavily punished for her 
errors, that she had arrived at their being condoned, and had 
come to be treated herself as a sort of cherished pet, not by 
her own set alone, but by wiser men and women. 

Who or what was this sailor, that he should roughly rend 
social veils, tear asunder well-bred illusions, and sit in judg- 
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ment on his fellow-creatures, whose fearful stumbling-blocks 
and torturing temptations be could never fathom ? 

Lady Bell would hare nothing more to say to Captain 
Fane. She bestowed her entire regard on Sir George and 
Mrs. Lasoelles. When the party landed and walked up to 
Hampton Court, Lady Bell went with her particular allies 
without looking over her shoulder. She suffered them to 
lead her through the rooms which ambition, in its ostentation 
and prodigality, had built, and she lingered especially in the 
''Beauty-room." She made as if she were absorbed by the 
meretricious, un-English seeming beauties, and the un- 
edifying traditions which they had left behind them in the 
gossip of Gramont, quoted aptly and with adroit reticence 
by Sir George. 

She paid no heed on this occasion to the Dutch garden, 
the long alleys, the goodly boughs, the bridge across the 
river, with the pure blue sky over all — she treated these as 
if they might be left out of the count, and as if they did 
not deserve her notice. 

But Sir George took her into the ''Maze,'' and it was on 
Sir George that she called, when she was weary of bewilder- 
ment, to unravel the lab3rrinth, and find her a mode of exit. 

Sir George finally conducted Lady Bell to the village inn, 
where the party were to dine, and seated her at the head of 
the table, in the rustic tea-room, as the queen of the feast. 

Lady Bell allowed the particularity of this homage. She 
received it all — either as if she were indifferent to what it 
ought to tend, or as if she had never heard that Sir George 
was a notorious breaker of women's hearts, a hardened 
Lothario, whose wings no woman had been able to dip, 
though he had been fluttering round women from his whelp- 
dom to his somewhat jaded prime of puppydom. 

In that prime Sir George was still slightly Harry Fane's 
junior, while Sir George was far nearer an Adonis by nature, 
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with eyeiy personal point immeasurably better brought out 
by art. But though Sir George had not faced a bronzing 
climate or a battering servioey the high-pressure atmosphere 
of fashionable dissipation in which he had flourished, was 
more telling than either altematiye. In spite of his bap- 
tismal register, Sir Qeorg^ in all his elegance looked not 
half so fresh and hardly so young as Captain Fane. Manli- 
ness took some indemnification, but such indenmification has 
not always been valued. There have been women to whom 
such a world-worn hero as Sir George is irresistibly attractive. 
There are women to this day, if their qualified annalists do 
not lie, who prize such a reputation as Sir George Waring's. 

This was not the reputation of an honest fellow, a true 
friend, a brave worker, a gallant gentleman, a reverent and 
sincere Christian, even in sorry days, for the most part, where 
Christianity was concerned. But it was the reputation of a 
man gnawed to the core by the rust of selfishness and self- 
conceit, who could sneer with the finished grace of a cold- 
hearted man of the world, pluming himself on having ate of 
the tree of the knowledge of good and evil— on the evil side 
alone, having summarily rejected the good as unworthy of 
his consideration. 

Did Lady Bell belong to the order of women who admire 
such men? It looked as if this man were to her taste; 
and to give the devil his due, your fine gentleman, when he 
had everything his own way, could be pleasant — ^few plea- 
santer among the best of good people. The veiy absence of 
feeling, and presence of heartless good-nature, invested Sir 
George with a kind of airy agreeabiliiy and versatility. 
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THE LITTLE DEETNEB AT HAHPTOIT, WITH MUSIC ON THE WATER. 

TN the couTBe of the little dinner in the Hampton tea-room, 
-"- Sir George would not only not sit down till the rest of 
the party were seated, but he would supersede a regular 
waiter to wait upon his companions. It might have been for 
the peculiar satisfaction of waiting on Lady Bell, but cer- 
tainly he did not confine his cares to that quarter of the table. 
He, the finest gentleman in the room, but that was saying 
little, did the whole waiting. He changed plates and placed 
glasses, and brought round sauces, so neatly and so comically, 
with such cleverness, taste, and devotion, making amends to 
everybody, a^ it were, for aU his previous shortcomings— not 
caring, though his own meal were cold, or though he had not 
a meal at all — ^that it was hard, before so patent a proof, not 
to think him unselfish as well as delightful. 

" Upon my word," mumbled Lady Sundon, with her mouth 
full of cutlet, ** Sir George is the charmingest man going — 
he beats the women out and out, even you, Lady Bell. I 
don't wonder that nobody can say nay to him." 

Mrs. Lascelles did not appear so bent on redeeming her 
character ; she still made wry faces and turned up her nose 
at the pickled walnuts and the cherry pie. 

But Lady Bell was in her element. " I wonder if there 
are anv cows here," she cried, peeping out of the window 
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behind her. ** If ther^ had been such a Whiiefoot as we have 
at Summerhilly I might have run out and milked her and 
whipped 70U a syllabub in no time. Yes, I can whip sylla- 
bubs, Mrs. IjasceUes, you need not look incredulous, and 
strain gooseberry fool too, only this is not the season of the 
year for gooseberries." 

"Ain't it?" inquired Mrs. Lascelles with languid inno- 
cence. 

"Gracious, madam! did you not know that we hadn't 
gooseberries in February? "questioned Lady Sundon, staring 
goggle-eyed at this curious piece of ignorance. 

Lady Bell went on without paying any heed to Mrs. Las- 
celles' affectation. *' If my Mrs. Sundon or Master Charles 
were here they would bear out my story." 

" By bribery and corruption, only too excusable in such a 
court," argpied Sir George. "But who may Master Charles 
be when he is at home ? An overgrown baby, as his name 
would imply, or a wild man of the woods, eh. Lady Bell ? " 
asked Sir George with privileged freedom, while preparing 
to make his own dinner, like the most frugal of hermits, on 
bread and milk. "No, don't press any grosser fare upon 
me," he waved off the eagerness of his friends to repay his 
benefits. " I do enjoy an Arcadian meal at times, when I 
have not only the felicity of being in Arcady, but of being 
with nymphs in Arcady," Sir George bowed, with his hand on 
his heart. 

" It is fine to have the command of such language," said 
Lady Sundon, holding up her hands. 

" But about this Master Charles," Sir George returned to 
the subject ; "can he, after partaking of such syllabubs and 
gooseberry fools, be still a ruddy youth, with great hands and 
feet?" 

Lady Bell laughed, blushed, and winced a little for her 
friend. Beside Sir George, Master Charles would appear 
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raddjy and his Lumley-bouglit gloves and boots did not 
tend to diminiBh the natural size of his hands and feet ; but 
where was the harm — ^in the ruddiness especiallj, unless she 
had learnt to despise rude health like the Misses Sundon? 
They had been putting severe restraint on themselves, that 
they might not taste more than a morsel, after being hours 
on the water, not so much to bear Sir George oompany, for 
they had not foreseen his temperance, as to display their own 
ethereal appetites. 

Harry Fane had watched Lady Bell narrowly. ** She is 
not only of the world worldly, she is as heartless as the others," 
was his scornful conclusion. ''She is ashamed of the mere 
recollection of some poor befooled country fellow, whatever 
he may be, better than this mocking jackanapes ; but what 
does it matter to me?'' 

"A penny for your thoughts, Hany," cried Lady Sundon, 
*'or if you won't give us them, propose a toast, do something 
for the good of the company." 

''I drink to you, then, cousin, since you have started the 
idea," replied Captain Fane, so soberly that it was almost 
gloomily, after he found that he could not escape, and that 
the attention of the party was directed to him. 

''A plague on the lad! to give an old married woman 
who might be his mother," remonstrated Lady Sundon, ''but 
if you are all so kind, thanks to you," and Lady Sundon 
beamed radiantly on the raised glasses. 

"Now, Lady Bell, I'm ready for Master Charles," sug- 
gested Sir Qeorge, holding up his glass of milk. 

" Nothing of the kind," said Lady Bell, getting nettled* 
" At least Master Charles is not a milksop ; supposing you 
will pledge in no better, you must pledge yourself. Sir 
George. I give ' Sir George Waring,' and I couple my toaat 
with a sentiment: 'May we persevere in and profit by 
simplidly.' " 
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"1 respond to your toast with the humblest gratitude, 
and I drink your sentiment with all the pleasure in life, for 
have I not profited by simplicity already this day ?" rejoined 
Sir George, with perfect good-humour, looking not a whit 
annoyed, but rather gratified, by Lady Bell's poor little wit 
being spent upon him — a cheerful nonchalance which put 
Lady Bell to shame. 

Affironted with herself, Lady BeU began hastily to talk of 
the cockle-shells which had been found by the bushel under 
one of the floors of Somerset House ; and that led to a dis- 
cussion of the exchange which the Queen had made in giving 
up Somerset House for Buckingham House. 

The discussion paved the way for Mrs. Lascelles's descant* 
ing on the petition of the maids of honour that they might 
get a compensation in lieu of supper, which was worth 
seveniy pounds more salary. 

When the party went back to the boat, the day was termi- 
nating in the rosiest sunset which ever breathed of spring, 
youth, and promise. 

"I vow we must be in Arcady," repeated Sir George. 
With alj his pretence at fine langpiage, he had just the tiniest 
spark of the soul of a lover of nature. Yet the glow which 
blushed on the water and shone on all the faces, and was 
only the brighter and the gladder for the chiU bleakness of 
winter scarcely forsaken, awoke some small response even in 
his artificial nature. 

As for Oaptain Fane, he sat with his cap in his hand, 
letting the breeze blow in his hair, looking down the river 
towards the open sea, wishing he were away in his ship. 
Life was bad enough on ship-board sometimes, in the depths 
of tyranny, ignorance, profanity, and mutiny ; but there the 
mass of men, even at their worst, were toilsome men in 
rough earnest. There, in the night- watches, a man could be 
alone with sea and sky, until he forgot the very existence 
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of liearilefls fine ladies and expert actors of fine gentle- 
men. 

"We want only music to make the hour complete, " 
said Sir George. " Lady Bell, might I beg^?" 

Lady Bell hesitated, then yielding to the spirit of the hour, 
commenced to sing an air from the popular opera. 

Sir George struck in with a mellow second, singing being 
one of this fine gentleman's accomplishments, as well aa 
playing on the fiute and the flageolet. 

The song was warmly applauded by all save Captain Fane. 
Even Lady Sundon praised, while she frankly admitted that 
she did not comprehend a word of the jargon, ** but never- 
theless do let us have some more of it." 

" We shall have these boats following us. Lady Sundon,** 
objected Hany Pane, looking round sharply from where he 
was steering, and indicating, among the work-a-day barges, 
two boats fiUed with company, that had been attracted like 
themselves to a row on the river by a day borrowed from 
April and set in the end of February. These boats had 
already bden drawn into the wake of the first by the sing^g. 

"What though the boats do follow, they ain't goiog to run 
us down," stout Lady Sundon made light of the demur; 
''you are becoming quite a kill-joy, Hany Fane." 

It was an extraordinary sensation for Lady Bell to have 
the propriety of her behaviour doubted by a man — a sailor — 
before these pinks of fashion. Sir George and Mrs. LascelleSy 
who had been contributing to put Lady Bell at her ease. 

She disliked the ruggedness of Captain Fane as much as 
she liked the suavity of Sir G«orge, which no sauciness of 
hers could disturb, for she had been saucy in substituting Sir 
George's own name as a toast which he might drink in milk. 

Lady Bell looked Hany Fane in the face and challenged 
Sir George to accompany her in something which Lady 
Sundon would approve — ''Begone, duU care," or "Pray 
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€hx)dj, cease," a challenge which Sir George accepted, 
nothing loth. 

But before the first song was concluded, one of the boats 
in the rear shot across the bow of the Sundons' boat, and 
three or fbur excited men, in white Tests and rich coats like 
Sir George's, threatened to upset both of the craft as thej 
gesticulated violently, while they shouted — 

" Heyday ! Waring, hold on ! What little opera-girl have 
you got there ? Here, pitch her over to us, that she may tip 
us a staye. We'TC been dining at Kew, and we'll engage to 
troll, among us, as g^ood an accompaniment as you can con- 
trive with your single pipe, sweet though it be." 

"Hold off! Annesley, Gt}wer; mind what you're about. 
You're absurdly wrong, I tell you, and if you don't set your- 
selves right, by heavens ! I'll have to take the correcting 
of you into my own hands," called back Sir George, frowning 
blackly for once in his life. 

''It is true, confound him ! " cried one of the strange 
gentlemen, letting his boat fall off. ''He's in other company; 
yonder is Mrs. Lascelles — ^who would have thought it ? — and 
ikere is an avenging fury of a naval officer porting helm. 
Good afternoon. Sir George, good afternoon to you," dropped 
more faintly over the water. 

But Lady Bell had shrunk into herself abashed, recalled 
to her senses, and deeply wounded alike in her self-respect 
and her pride. 

Not all the solicitations and excuses of Sir G^org^ and 
Mrs. Lascelles could make Lady Bell immediately forget the 
indignity to which she had exposed herself, or forgave them 
for promoting the exposure, though she was. silent on her 
feelings, and as willing as the others to welcome a diversion. 

The day was so complete in its spring character, that at 
sundown a little doud of midges seemed to start into life and 
hover in the air. 
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** How short their day is ! " said Lady Bell, regretfliUj for 
the ephemera. " I know they are only creatures of a day, 
but to come and go so soon, — ^if they had waited for a few 
more months, they might have danced through a few more 
hours, and not been pinched by so sharp a death. Who 
knows?" 

'*My dear creature, — ^forg^ve me; my best Lady BeU," Sir 
George corrected himself, ''the midges hare been highly 
honoured, eyen before you condescended to pity them. They 
haye more than served their purpose, — ^they have helped to 
furnish an illusion for us, that this February day by the 
calendar, is in the meny month of .May by our experience, 
and that Hampton is Arcady. Now, here we are past Chel- 
sea, fast coming back to the coarse dissipation of the garish 
town and the cold winds of March ; what should remain to 
the midges, but to be swept aside with the iQusion ?" 

Lady Bell turned away her head and shut her eyes for a 
moment, she did not wish to see even the midges swept 
aside. She did not like the philosophy of which she and 
hers formed always the centre. She had not consented to 
view life as a rainbow-hued but hollow mockery, a mere 
series of oonvenient» spangled iUusions. 



CHAPTER XXXn. 

▲ TISIT TO LEI0E8TEB ITELDS. 

riAPTAIN FANE, of his own free wiU, would not have 
paid another visit to Cleveland Court, before lie returned 
to his ship. So far as it rested with him, he had made up 
his mind — a great deal too tartly for perfect indifference — ^to 
have nothing more to do with fine ladies, and to turn his 
back on fine ladies' entertainers, so long as they were cimi- 
bered with such troublesome gpiests. 

But Captain Fane had business with Sir Peter, who was, 
indeed, about to appoint Harry Fane one of the guardians to 
his young son, and so punctilious and conscientious a young 
man as Hany Fane could not see it his duty to renounce this 
trust because circumstances had rendered it distasteful to 
him. 

Thus it happened, that while Captain Fane felt scandalised 
by the manner in which Lady Bell Trevor had suffered her- 
self to float doubly with the tide, in the water party, while 
he kept telling himself caustically that he need not have 
expected anything else, and continued setting his face, more like 
a flint than ever, against fashionable frivolity and levity — 
he yet found himself on the steps of Sir Peter Simdon's house. 

And at that moment Lady Bell, attended by her maid, 
tripped out in her caliche and with her hands clasped in her 
muff, clearly starting on an expedition. 
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Lady Bell distanced and dumbfounded Captain Fane, who 
was unfamiliar with the changes of mind and revolutions in 
tactics of even the staidest and most demure of womankind. 

She stopped him as he was about to pass her with a form- 
ally low bow, by holding out a friendly little hand, and 
bestowing on him the unsolicited information, that she was 
bound for the great painter in Leicester Fields, who had 
made so fine a picture of Commodore Keppel. 

She was not a sitter herself, but she had made interest to 
see the paintings which Sir Joshua Beynolds had on hand. 

She knew that she should never be able to look upon her 
daubs after this morning, but, womanlike, she must go and 
meet her fate, though it were her demolition. 

Sir Joshua's pictures were works of genius in his line, 
equal to Mr. Boulton's and Mr. Wedgwood's exhibitions; 
therefore, she ventured to ofiPer Captcdn Fane the benefit of 
her ticket, as a poor return for his former kindness. 

She was aU alone, save her maid, Bogers, because Lady 
Sundon was engaged with Sir Peter, and the Misses Sundon 
could not stand the smell of paint without the risk of in- 
curring megrim or vertigo. She was more fortunate — ^but 
then she had always dabbled in paints, and so was used to 
the odour. 

Before Captain Fane knew what he was about, he had 
turned, and was walking away by her side in acceptance of 
her invitation. Neither did he detest or despise himself for 
his weakness, as might have been expected. 

Lady Bell had succeeded, without a word of confession or 
acknowledgment, by the shy, wistM appeal of her eyes as she 
prattled to him, in making him comprehend that she had 
seen that he was right and she was wrong in their respective 
opinions of much that had happened at the water party. 
She implied that she was sorry for having offended and 
alienated him ; that she had resolved on following, in future, 
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rational pursuits, instead of mere idle pleasure-hunting, — 
witness her early homage to art this morning. 

Captain Feme could not even accuse himself of meddling in 
a matter which was none of his, far less could he accuse him- 
self of madly foolish motivee. 

Was it not in some measure the business of every honour- 
able, kindly man to encourage a girl like Lady Bell, in any 
intelligent interest that might help to educate her, and raise 
her above the giddy vacant crowd of fashionables, with whom 
idleness was the fruitful parent of mischief ? 

Ought he not to alter his arrangements, and put himself a 
little out of his way for one morning, to see that she did 
not fall into company like that of the hateful Sir GtH)rge 
Waring, when she was walking abroad with no better pro- 
tection than her maid's. 

True, it was broad day, and with that it was also betimes 
in the forenoon, doubtless an age before Sir George was up 
holding his levee, in his brocade nightgown, as he sipped his 
chocolate, and pencilled his daily note to Mrs. LasceUes. 

But people could not be too careful, under some conditions. 
Lady Sundon was certainly as fearless and heedless, as Lady 
Bell was guileless and thoughtless. It became Captain 
Fane's part to supplement the absence of some of the proper 
qualities of a guardian in his cousin. 

If Lady Sundon was lax, the strictness and zeal of Captain 
Fane on Lady Bell's behalf might, if the persons principally 
concerned had given themselves time to think about it, have 
astonished even them. But this young couple, after the 
questionable fashion of young couples, did not pause to 
weigh their relations — ^they took them for granted. 

Lady Bell had even so pleasing a trust in the sedately 

fault-finding young sea-captain, that she had not the slightest 

qualm when he at once did her bidding and consented to be 

elected her escort, such as she would have had with almost 

11 a 
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any other of the gay danglers about her, and notably with the 
agreeable Sir George. " Captain Fane is such a manly, true 
young spark," she took it upon her to decide, for her private 
satisfaction, though how she had arriyed at the strong con- 
clusion after one or two bantering, bickering interviews, 
unless from, information derived from Lady 8undon, to whose 
judgment Lady Bell was not wont to pin her faith, it puzzles 
one to guess. " He is a little prejudiced and hard," con- 
tinued Lady Bell, mentally taking stock of her companion, 
" but I can melt him " (there was the triumph !) ** I think 
I know how he would look boarding a ship, and how I could 
make him drop his sword," which was a purely imaginative 
vision. 

As Lady Bell and Captain Fane passed along the streets, 
they became eye-witnesses to a curious political contradiction. 
At one thoroughfare, men were stationed with handbills, te 
be distributed to respectable and influential persons, espe* 
dally to members of parliament, praying them to stop the 
shedding of their American brethren's blood. At another 
thoroughfare, the pedestrians had to thread their way 
through a crowd — ^the centre of which was the common 
hangman in the act of burning, to the accompaniment of 
tumultuous applause, copies of a pamphlet entitled ''The 
Present Crisis with respect to America," which had been 
condemned by both Houses, as a flagrant insult to the King. 

Captain Fane informed Lady Bell that this difference of 
opinion had even penetrated to the services. He brought 
forward the instance of Lord Yisoount Pitt, son to my Lord 
Chatham, having asked leave to resign his commission, since 
he was determined not to serve in a war between the mother 
country and her colony. 

" And what do you say, sir ? " inquired Lady Bell. 

**I say that it is too late to stop a fratricidal war, save by 
fighting it out as quickly as may be, and that even if it were 
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not 80, it is for me to obey, not to issue, orders/' lie replied 
with decision. 

At Leicester Fields Ladj Bell's ticket procnred the ad- 
mission of the lady and her friend, first into the parlour, 
where an untidy, abrupt, cordial elderly woman, was herself 
painting a miniature and hurriedly sopping up her spilt 
paint, when she heard the steps of visitors. 

This was Mrs. Frances Beynolds, who painted ** The 
grimly ghost of Johnson," and wrote the " Essay on Taste " 
— printed but never published. She was soon on familiar 
terms with the intruders. 

"My brother will be certain to spare time for you," Miss 
Beynolds assured Lady Bell, '' he is like the rest of the 
geniuses, not above the flattery of such a visit. Bah ! 
haven't I known them all, Burke, Goldy, Dr. Johnson, who 
has wished my tea-pot might never run dry, and yet hurried 
off to help himself with his own spoon out of a Countess's 
sugar-bason, and been put down — to put her down in turn in 
the presence of her grand company ? Ah ! well I have never 
wished the great Doctor would stay by his own fireside, 
though he has forced Joshua to rise and take his hat, if he 
would not sit on into the small hours, and have us all wink- 
ing with sleep as the only hint to our visitor to be gone. I 
don't know that we think ourselves so enviable. You'll be 
sent for to the painting-room presently. Lady Bell — ^no, you 
need not look at my baby faces — child's play to the doings 
of my brother, — ^the man in Cavendish Square can never 
come near them, though I should not say it. But first you 
must let me have a look at you, for even we poor artists 
hear of the belles of the season, with other public matters, 
in the conversation of sitters, and when we are bidden to 
look in at a conversazione, or a rout, now and then." 

"Oh, pray. Miss Reynolds, don't make me public property," 
cried Lady Bell, in laughing objection. 
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'' If my l)rotlier seek to paint you, as he lias painted so 
many of your sisterhood, you will become public property, 
whether you like it or no," boasted the sister, ''you cannot 
help it, madam, it is a tax you owe to the country, like the 
tax on powder or armorial bearings. But who is this gentle- 
man ? I did not catch his name. Oh ! my brother has done 
many naval men, and for my part, I like his Lord Mount 
Edgecimibe and his Commodore Xeppel, as well as any face 
which he has put through his hands. My Lord Mount Edge- 
cumbe is a Devonshire man, and for Commodore Keppel he 
gave Joshua his first lift, and we may well love a dog with 
the name of 'Keppel,' as Dr. Johnson could lore a dog if it 
were called * Hervey.' " 

The garrulous inquisitive lady was interrupted by her 
little niece, as quiet as the aunt was a rattle, and as shy and 
attentive to the proprieties as Miss Beynolds was impetuous 
and eccentric. This young girl was Sir Joshua's Offy Palmer, 
whom he was to immortalise, reading ** Clarissa," and who 
was to be Mrs. Gwatkin, while her sister was to be the 
heiress of the largest fortune acquired by the prosecution of 
art in this inartistic England, and to marry the Marquis of 
Thomond. She brought a message that her uncle was free 
from a sitter then, and for the next half hour, and that he 
was coming himself to take Lady Bell Trevor and Captain. 
Fane to his painting room, where he would show them the 
pictures in his poesessioiL 



OOAPTER XXXm. 

BIK JOSHrA AT HOMX 

fN another instant there entered a fresh, almost chubby- 
faced gentleman, with a dint in his nether lip, and an 
ear-tnunpet in his hand. He was not without a certain 
dappemess in the unexceptionable brown coat and spotless 
ruffles, which he had substituted for his painting-coat and 
plain cuffs. 

^e was the briskest of gentlemen, the most obliging of 
geniuses who ever kept sitters in good humour ai^d under 
control, hj the very ease of his dignity in bearing with their 
airs and oddities. 

The contemporary of the glorious, careless good-fellow 
Guinsborough, of Bomney in his arrogant, one-sided power, 
and later of Opie, the most self-taught and the most self- 
asserting painter among them — Sir Joshua beat them all. 

It may be true that his art was pervaded with an 
artificial, aristocratic fiayour, and that he made a little lady 
of his strawberry girl, and modem English my lords of every 
historical personage who passed under his pencil. 

Painters may feel it their duty from their watch-tower of 
technical knowledge, to impress on the world their grieved 
conviction, that the president of the old Academy, so widely 
cultivated, so fuU of sense and acumen, in addition to his 
professional ability, and to the industry which ** never passed 
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a day and lost a Tine/' the chosen friend of the most public- 
spirited men of his time— yet painted deliberately for a single 
generation. 

He waSy according to his brethren, wilful and regardless of 
the destructive nature of the pigment which he used, so that 
they produced a certain effect to last his time. His accusers 
point in proof of their charge to the fading lines and cracking 
canyas of the yery works of which all Englishmen are proud. 

So be it, if it must be so ; we have still the poetry (let 
some hold it fantastic) of the !lDragic Muse, the gallant 
heroism of Keppel, the thoughtful benevolence of Johnson, 
the broad archness of Nelly O'Brien ; and we have following 
on the dainty playfulness of ** Pick-a-back" a long train of 
fresh and delicate, lovely and stately, English maids and 
matrons, with Sir Joshua's quaint sweet children bringing up 
the rear. 

In Lady Bell's day there was no thought, unless it were 
among the chemically skilled, that these softly glowing, 
wonderfully blended colours would wane, or the fine surface 
give way. Sir Joshua was regarded as the quintessence of 
inspired and courtly painters, treading in the footsteps of 
Yandyck. 

Sir Joshua had only a few of his paintings to show the 
eager, intelligent young lady, whose grace was so winning to 
his eye, and her eloquence so grateful to his ear — through his 
trumpet — as it reached him. There were fair ladies sacrificing 
to the graces and to the muses, very interesting to Lady 
Bell. There was Dr. Beattie in his g^wn as an Oxford 
Doctor of Laws, with his book on "The Immutability of 
Truth " under his arm, and the Angel of Truth going before 
him, beating down the gruesome figures of Sophistry, Scepti- 
cism, and Infidelity, said to personify Voltaire, Gibbon, and 
Hume, which was carefully studied by Captain Fane. There 
was the doom of Count Ugolino and his sons which enchained 
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with the fascinatioii of horror both of the gazers. There was 
the portrait of a plump little woman, sprightlj* eyen on 
canvas, her high-dressed hair wreathed with pearls, a shawl 
girdle binding looselj the short waist and bodice, which Sir 
Joshua strove to paint into fashion — a great improvement 
on the earlier elongated steel-bound waist and laced-up 
bodice. 

As Sir Joshua was about to name the original, the real 
ladj ran unushered, in her hat and cloak, into the room. 

The new-comer had not a moment to stay to be introduced 
to Lady Bell Trevor and Captain Fane. She was in haste to 
tell Sir Joshua that she had just come down from the Burgh, 
where she had left her master at his place of business, but 
nearly as ailing as the Doctor (g^ood lack, what a load she 
had on her head and l^houlders !) She wished to know 
whether Sir Joshua had done the retouching which he had 
taken it into his head to throw away on a barn-door face 
beyond improvement. Give her joy on the audacity of com- 
plimenting herself; but she did not mean to compliment — 
not that she was not well enough pleased with her own, she 
would never deny it. She would like the picture packed and 
sent out without loss of time. Queeney and the rest of the 
young irj might care to look at it one day, when it was all 
that was left of their mother. Good day to him and to all. 

''You are in luck. Lady Bell," announced Sir Joshua, 
returning, briskly rubbing his hands, from seeing the lady to 
her coach, '' if you have not had a previous opportunity of 
meeting my friend. That is Mrs. Thrale, the wife of the 
great brewer, who is himself an exceedingly liberal gentle- 
man and well-read scholar ; but his wife excels him in the 
classics." 

"She was one of the west country Lynches," said Lady 
Bell, showing her acquaintance with the lady's antecedents. 

''It is she who has made a home for the great Doctor at 
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that pattern of coiuitiy houses, Streatham," eontmned Sir 
Joshua. ''She has preserred an inyaluable life, madam, 
years longer to the country, by taking Dr. Johnson's h&alth 
imder her care, as she has often told us, and by nursing him 
out of some of his worst attacks and most injurious habits. 
Would to GK>d her efforts could continue successful, both with 
him and Mr. Thrale, who is, I fear, in a bad way, and on the 
brink of an apoplexy.'^ 

" She deserves all honour," said Lady Bell warmly. 

*' The more so that her cares seem to sit lightly on her." 
Captain Fane could not resist the sly hit. 

Lady Bell flashed a little reproach upon him from her eyes, 
Irhich looked as if she were condescending to take his 
manners, as Mrs. Thrale had taken Dr. Johnson's health, 
under her special superintendence. 

''A matter of temperament," pronoimced the genially 
philosophic painter. 

Sir Joshua, who enjoyed his own reputation as an urbane 
and accomplished man of the world, as he enjoyed most 
things in the pleasantly prosperous places in which his lines 
were cast, began to talk to Captain Fane of Captain Cook, 
with whom the painter's friend. Dr. Bumey's son, had made 
a Toyage round the world ; and of Sir Joseph Banks's oollec* 
tion of objects of natural history, which Captain Fane had 
seen under the care of young Mr. Jenner, the favourite pupil 
of Dr. Hunter. 

Sir Joshua had made a happy choice of subjects to which 
Captain Fane was alive, and in which he was well informed. 
The gentlemen talked like kindred spirits, while Lady Bell^ ta 
her credit, was content to remain in the background, and 
listen with deference and delight. She was innocently proud 
of her companicm. 

How yeiy different was the figure which Captain Fane cut 
td^day, in company with a genius who was at the same time 
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a finished g^ntlemaii of any school, ^m the figure which 
Certain Fane had presented at the sailing-party ! 

What other male friend of Ladj BeU's could have stood so 
severe a test, and come out of it so splendidly? Not Sir 
G^rge Waring, in spite of his elegance and his musical 
talents, any more than Master Charles. Lady Bell was 
deeply impressed by Captain Fane's gifts, which he was 
really in the habit of hiding imder a bushel. She was 
almost provoked when Sir Joshua remembered his duty to 
her, not guessing how well pleased she was that he should 
forget it, and began to tell her of the one lady who belonged 
to the Eoyal Society of Artists, Mrs. Angelica Kaufi^an. 

It was not a difficult process to make a digression to those 
ladies who were amateur artists, and to render Lady Bell, in 
spite of her iovaif /aire, bashfully grateful, by deigning to 
drop a hint for her benefit on the mixing and la3ring-on of 
colours, and on the drawing of such slight designs as Sir 
Joshua had himself afforded to Poggi for his fans. 

** I thought fother morning we spent together was very 
happy,*' Lady Bell spoke out of the fulness o£Jier heart to 
her squire when they were in the square, and he was looking 
out for a chair that she might get home in time to keep an 
appointment with her mantua-maker ; ** but I shall be always 
recalling this day and its lessons when I am busiest and 
happiest at Summerhill." 

'' Don't you think I shall recall it. Lady Bell," asked Harry 
Fane, ** when for a studio in which to busy myself I shall be 
reduced to 'between decks,' and for my fine arts shall be 
setting men to rig spars and haul in sails, varied by pointing 
a gun instead of a telescope, and submitting to be carried 
down into the cockpit?" 

"Oh, no ; you won't be carried there !" cried Lady Bell, 

with impetuous haste. 

''At least I did not mean to crave pity from you," protested 
ii» 
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Harry, with, tinoonscious tenderness shaking his farm voice. 
"A grumpy, hulking fellow who has been so much at sea 
that he has lost the mancBUYre of giving a wide berth to 
what displeases his crotchets on shore, is of no good save to 
shout orders in a storm, or to keep a look-out against the 
national enemy." 

Lady Bell did not contradict him, but she looked in his 
face, somewhat set and lined for a man of his age, but an 
honest and manly face, which had looked its kindest on her, 
the hardness in which she could melt, as she had said, like 
the melting of a block of ice before a meridian sun. 

She gave him a parting look as the chairmen lifted her 
chair, which raised a mighty commotion, for which Lady Bell 
was decidedly answerable, in the blue-coated breast of the 
young man — ^thought so long-headed and calm-hearted, so 
rational, discreet, and obdurate, that he could be let cast stones 
at all the foUies and extravag^ancies of his time. Lady Bell's 
look said, ''You are good for all that is oleyerest, truest, 
bravest — not to the world, perhaps, for you know, none 
better, that the world is a giddy, vicious. Vanity Fair — ^but to 
me. You need not tell others that I say so, but I say it ; and 
you need not forget that I said it, in the long days during 
which I am mixing with people whom you justly despise, or 
have taken refuge at Summerhill ; and when you are sailing 
on the high seas, doing your duty like a man, guarding our 
shores, and fighting our foes." 
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THE MA8QU£D BALL IK PBOSPECPT. 

piAPTAIN FANE, though he woi rational, and had a regard 
for consequences, was fallible, and did not cease to fre- 
quent his cousin's house in Oleveland Court, because of that 
very inconsiderate look of Lady Bell's. 

On the contrary, he who was no dangler in drawing-rooms, 
and was wont to improve his time in town by g^ing afi'esh 
oyer the libraries and museums, and by attending eveiy gather- 
ing and discussion of scientific men, began to haunt Lady 
Sundon's rooms, until even that hospitably-disposed kins- 
woman could not refrain from an uneasy private comment, 
'' Something's g^ing to happen to Hany Fane ; he is turning 
up for ever, like a new farthing. He used to make himself 
as scarce and hard to find as a g^ld guinea, but now he has 
become dirt-cheap, and is always lying about in everybody's 
way. Lady Bell, Lady Bell, I hope you understand that I 
only bade you sort my cousin in jest. I hope that you have 
not to answer for a brave sailor's undoing. • He has enough 
of knocking about in the open sea, without being run down 
in the harbour ; and I consider Harry like a son of my own, 
since his own folk are all dead and gone." 

Lady Bell bore the unspoken charge as if she were perfectly 
innocent, save that even a more brilliant bloom than she had 
shown lately, glowed in her cheeks and was reflected in her eyes. 
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Ladj Bell was full of a gaiety of the season in which she 
was about to take a part, and which was novel to her. ^* I 
dare saj I shall soon have had enough of the gay worlds— mj 
fling, as you call it, Lady Sundon — ^but I have not yet been 
to a masquerade," explained Lady Bell ; ''I confess that I 
am ^ying with curiosity to see what it is like. Only fancy 
one's ordinary neighbours and Mends as sultanas and 
chimney-sweeps, Queen Elizabeths and Bichard the Thirds. 
Oh ! I think it must be charmingly romantic and diverting — 
that fun of finding people out, and of baffling their curiosity, 
while you may be as witty as you please and can." 

** All very fine, my dear ; but Comely's masquerades were 
not exactly the place for seeing proper company" — ^Lady 
Sundon played the monitor for once — ** and at the old Pan- 
theon masquerades, Oovent-Garden women and highwaymen 
used to mix with the regular guests. How could it be other- 
wise, when nobody could teU who was who ?" 

" Yet you all went to these places, my dear Lady Sundon," 
Lady BeU coaxed her friend, ** and riots have gone out of 
fashion. Besides, this masquerade is to be given by the 
gentlemen of White's. They are to have lady patronesses. 
At an hour fixed upon, each lady and gentleman is to 
unmask, so that one could not be safer in a private house. 
Lideed I am very glad that the gentlemen of White's are 
to be prodigiously gallant, and g^ve a masquerade ball this 
year, When I happen to be in town. Tickets must be pro- 
cured for you and Nancy and Lyddy, Lady Sundon ; of 
course they mu^. I'll never rest till the deficiency is sup- 
plied ; I'll not stir a foot, or order a costume, without you." 

liady BeU referred, to the circumstance that in consequence 
of the run on masquerade tickets, and the ultra exclusive- 
ness of the set issuing them, only one ticket to Lady Bell 
Trevor had found its way to Cleveland Court. '* So Nancy 
and Lyddy 'are down in the mouth," Lady Sundon said; 
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** and for myself, I own I'm an old fool ; but if the affair 
is to be abore board, I'd give mj two eara yet to see the 
play." 

There was less difficulty for gentlemen in getting admit- 
tanoe, and when Lady Bell, the moment the club manquerade 
was announced, raised her eager voice in its favour, Captain 
Fane had only to speak to a brother officer, who was a 
member of the dub, in order to have a ticket. Harry Fane 
made a specious excuse to Lady Sundon for his haste to 
countenance this yanity, 

"It is not that I approve .of such an entertainment; I 
have heard from yourself that it is one of the most lax and 
perilous in an age of ridottos and public gardens — the more 
reason why as many sober and virtuous people as can make 
an entrance, should use their right to confront the foolish and 
vicious, and protect the innocent and unwary." 

" Hany, don't draw scores before my nose," objected Lady 
Sundon emphaticaUy, and when the gentleman moved away 
discomfited, she concluded her remark for her own benefit, 
'* as if you would have been in such a case to act as a body- 
guard even to me and Nancy and Lyddy ! The grand passion 
has much to answer for, in playing such pranks with a staid, 
sensible fellow, who has very little patrimony besides his 
pay, and ought to know he is not a fit match for my Lady 
Bell. I meant that his comb should be cut, for he carried it 
over high ; but I'm frighted that it is done only too closely. 
And he's my own flesh and blood, though Lady Bell is a 
charming/young woman, and I could eat her, I have taken to 
her so hugely. Besides, it is a credit and pleasure to show 
her about in town, which is in the habit of thinking naught 
of the wares of a coimtry body like me«" 

Lady Bell's influence would have gained the tickets which 
were wanting, but, in the interval before the ball, there came 
the threat of a family calamity that effectually prevented the 
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Sundons* attendance, and very nearly put a atop to Lady 

Bell's making acquaintance with the delights of a mas- ' 

querade. 

Word arriyed that Lady Sundon's only child, the son and 
heir of the family, had met with a dangerous accident, by a 
fall from a tree, in one of the meadows near his grammar 
school, a week before. He had not recovered his senses 
when the letter was written, though the chances were, from 
the number of days which had elapsed, that the hurt must 
have yielded, so far, to medical skill. A fatal termination 
would have caused the despatch of a special messenger, 
who would have reached London and preceded the announoe- 
ment of the accident in the slow course of post. 

But great was the flurry and distress. Poor Lady Sundon 
prepared to set out instantly for the scene of the accident, to 
nurse her son, should she find him alive to be nursed by her. 

The Misses Simdon, who had been wont to utter, as loudly 
as the plaintiveness of their reproaches would permit, charges 
of undue preference on the part of Sir Peter for his boy over 
his girls, and of gross indulgence and spoiling on the part of 
the boy's mother, were sufficiently kindly women, in spite of 
their follies, to be cut up by their half-brother's danger, and 
to forget altogether, in their roused and alarmed affection, 
that they had insisted on electing themselves the young 
master's rivals. 

Lyddy Sundon, who was the more energetic of the sisters, 
would not hear of any other arrangement than that she 
should accompany Lady Sundon in her journey, and remain 
with her, to assist in nursing the little lad. 

Lady Sundon, whose rosy, elderly face was purple with 
subdued excitement, while she could not keep the moisture 
out of her eyes by the repeated furtive movement of her hand 
across her face, did not fail to be touched by the token of 
respect and regard. *'I'm sure it's very good of you. 
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Lyddy," the mother said, with all her heart. ''I ain't 
likely to forget it, no, nor your father neither ; and I trust 
my Ned will remember it when he is a man, for, hy God's 
mercy, he may live to see us out yet." 

Nancy Sundon undertook to devote herself, in his wife's 
absence, to the care of Sir Peter, naturally suffering more 
than ever, though he was driven for the moment to forget his 
own sufferings. 

''But our trouble, which may end well, for all that is oome 
and g^ne, please God, is not your trouble, Lady Bell, so go 
to your masquerade yourself, my dear," the g^ood-natured 
woman told Lady Bell at parting. ''I'll take ' The Cries of 
London' to amuse Neddy, as you wish, and thank you 
heartily for the thought. But I am sure it would vex any 
child of mine on his bed, as it would vex me, if he could 
know that he was keeping you, who have nothing to do with 
him, poor boy, save in your g^od will, from a grand treat. 
Go when it is your day, and enjoy yourself with the best, 
Lady Bell, bless you ! We don't grudge you the enjoyment, 
though we have come to g^ef." 

" Sure, you don't ; but never think of me, my dear Lady 
Sundon ; may a blessing and the best of luck go with you. 
I hope and pray that you will find your boy a great deal 
better than you expect, and that we shall all have such a 
merry meeting again that the finest masquerade will be 
thrown into the shade." And Lady Bell fully meant to g^ve 
up the masquerade. 

But scarcely had Lady Sundon and Lyddy set out, when 
another deliberate post letter arrived in Cleveland Court, with 
the cheering tidings that the sufferer was doing well, and was 
likely to recover without sustaining any material and perma- 
nent injury from his fall. 

The chief source of anxiety was removed, and Lady Bell 
was free to resume her intention of being present at the ball. 
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and was not reduced to eclipse its splendour by being absent, 
as a throng of the givers of the feast were ready to profess. 
Miss Simdon might have accompanied Lady Bell, but the 
former preferred, on the whole, after the late shock to her 
nerves, to remain a martyr to her new responsibility, and to 
relapse into luxuriating tenderly over the last g^evance. 

Lady Bell, in her widowed dignity, could dispense with a 
companion. She knew, moreover, with an idle, exultcmt 
throb, that in addition to her many admirers, more or less 
fervent, and more or less men of many ties, with their hearts 
split into segments, and distributed pretty equally over a 
select circle of fashionable belles, there was one man who 
would only see her in the motley company, who was in it for 
he/ sake, who, crusty, cantankeroiis sailor as she had judged 
him at first, needed but a wave of her hand, and a glance of 
her eye, to be at her side, at her feet. 

Lady Bell, whether she confessed it to herself or not, went 
on to draw conclusions from the significant circumstance that 
Captain Fane, of his own free-will, departed from his rule 
and put himself about to be one in a scene so unpalatable to 
his tastes as this masquerade. 

Lady BeU did more. She looked within, and she recog- 
nised with a breathless flutter of mingled wonder, trepidation, 
and bliss, an astounding fact. The chief glory of the mas- 
querade to her would be the presence of this quondam growl- 
ing and grave young officer. 

Lady Bell was perfectly aware that Harry Fane, though 
well-bom, was poor, and that — while she believed he was an 
excellent officer, and while she had heard him speak like a 
natural philosopher to a man of genius — ^he was a fellow of 
no mark in her fashionable world. His very profession was 
against him in some rebpects. 

Lady Bell well knew that Captain Fane would be reckoned 
a most unsuitable match, the poorest parti for a beauty, a 
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Lady Bell, a young widow who had begun her career of 
worldly prosperity very fairly, and had then taken the world 
by storm. Was she to end by wantonly squandering her 
advantages, for which she had paid dearly enough in her 
day ; was she to slight the great matches that might be in 
store for her, the coronets, the amorous squires, richer than 
Trevor of Trevor Court, the exquisite beaux like Sir George 
Waring, for so sober and in the world's eyes so insignificant 
a figure ? Was she, as a lovely widow, rather to copy the 
example of the Duchess of Manchester with her Irishman, of 
whom all the world had talked, or that of the Duchess of 
Leinster with her Scotchman, of whom all the world was talk- 
ing, in stooping to confer grace, than follow the lead of Lady 
Waldegrave in aiming as high as the gusty neighbourhood 
of a throne? Lady Bell laughed in mockery of herself a 
little hystericaUy. She made a feint of irying to find time 
and heart to scold herself, and at the same time she blushed 
like a rose at the mere thought, and trembled with a newly- 
discovered happiness. 
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OHAPTEBXXXV. 

THB 1CA8QX7SD BALL AS IT BEGAK DT BBALTTT. 

T ADY BELL was coy. She was proToking, she was wilful, 
and she was perverse, in the strange gladness which was 
so dashed with emotion, but of which she strove hard, and 
almost succeeded, to show only the frolicksome side. 

"I shan't tell you what I am going to wear, Captain 
Fane," Lady Bell said, '* and you are not to tell me whether 
you are to be a peasant or a prince. I shall put my fingers 
in my ears if you do. I mean to keep my secret. I tell you 
all the fun will be in finding each other out." '* As if I could 
not find him out among a thousand," she said to herself, 
while her glance fell beneath his reproachful gaze, ''and if 
he should be too stupid to guess me under a disguise," she 
added — always for her own satisfaction — " why I can take off 
my mask and enlighten him at any moment." 

Captain Fane was forced to submit, thinking in some mea- 
sure, as his mistress thought, " Well, the information before- 
hand would only be a precaution to save time. However 
crowded the rooms may be, she can never elude me." 

But neither Lady Bell nor Captain Fane had ever been at 
a masquerade ball. On the l«*d} and gentleman's separate 
arrivals, after a way had been made through the excited 
crowd which pressed about the doors and pushed into the 
lobby of the dub itself, and waa driven back by watchmen^ in 
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order to witness the spectacle of the season, the scene which 
presented itself was one of wild disorder. 

A great assemblage of pretentious and grotesque figures, 
who for the most part could do little else to assume foreign 
and cast-off native characters, strutted, stalked, shambled, 
stamped, bawled, growled, and squeaked amidst a chorus of 
loud remarks, shouts of laughter, and roars of derision. 
Communication between all save the initiated was next to 
impossible. 

Lady Bell and Captain Fane lost themselves, and what was 
worse could not £nd each other, incontinently, and in spite of 
the magnet which each formed for the other, and the conclu- 
sive test which each believed he or she could apply to the 
other. 

" This is the very paradise of fools," thought the not very 
tolerant sailor, as he elbowed his way along, and doggedly 
resisted the audacious attacks on his notice made in very 
wantonness, or on mistaken premises. 

''No, I won't ogle that intolerable shepherdess, Lady Bell 
never perpetrated such a crook. 

** If Columbus keep rakiug me with his glass, as if I sailed 
in command of his ship's consort, I'll be tempted to give him 
a knock on the head with his own telescope. He saQ a carvel 
or discover new lands ! He is only fit for the tub of that 
Diogenes which Dick Turpin has kicked over ! 

'' What a game for grown men and women ! all the rank, 
wealth, and intelligence of England engaged in it, as the 
news prints will have it to-morrow. 

<* Where on earth can Lady Bell be ? She is not that fair 
one with the locks of gold — borrowed locks clearly— over her 
own dark hair. No, this lady is several inches too tall, and 
she walks like a stork, instead of footing it like a fairy. 

" Crossing the line is a joke to this. The Jack Tars have 
more point in their gambols. Avast ! Yonder goes Neptune 
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with hifl trident) summoned by my words from the yasty deep. 
But I'll have none of him. I have enough of him on his owu 
element, to be let oS &om the contact here. 

** Lady Bell is not walMng in the minuet. What does she 
mean by thus giving me the slip ? How do I know what 
harm she may be running into in the confounded freedom of 
this masquerade ? All the rage is for adventures, pleasant or 
impleasant. I suppose every pretty woman will be mortally 
disappointed if she do not have her share. Oh heavens ! the 
folly of women, and oh heavens I the folly of men— of a pre- 
tended Timon in a shabby blue jacket for thinking to mend 
them." 

But Captain Fane was not there in a blue jacket, shabby 
or otherwise, else he might not have sought far and wide in 
vain. He had, between ignorance and a spice of spite at 
Lady Bell, because she would not afiPbrd him a due to her 
character for the evening, taken no more distinctive disguise 
than one of the abounding black dominoes or loose cloaks, of 
which there were scores in the room, worn by lazy, shy, or 
proud men and women, many of the. former of much the same 
height as Captain Fane. 

After all the domino, as proved by continental patronage, 
and by its invariable use on the part of those who had covert 
designs to prosecute at this or any other masquerade, was the 
one sui&cient and safe disguise in which men and women 
coTild glide here and there, and appear and disappear miracu- 
lously in the crowd. 

But wearers of dominoes who wished to be known, most 
wait for the late hour when every g^est was to remove his or 
her mask, and step forth in proper identity. 

Captain Fane's temper was not his strong point, and his 
disposition was not accommodating. He was too ruffled and 
piqued to receive any comfort from the prospect of a humili- 
ating confession of defeat, and a petition for mercr^. 
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In tlie meantime, if her vexed partner could have known 
it. poor Lady Bell was not enjoying this masquerade, to 
which she had looked forward with keen, girlish zest and a 
softer interest. She had the sore humiliation — granted it 
was by her own fault — ^to be recog^nised by a multitude of her 
set, of Mrs. Lascelles' &iends and of Lady Bell's danglers, and 
yet to remain unrecognised by the one man whose recognition 
she craved. 

Lady Bell had dressed herself as a gipsy fortune-teller, in 
a remarkably respectable rustic gown — ^for a g^psy, in the 
authentic red cloak and kerchief over her head, with a pack 
of incorrectly clean cards. But, unfortunately, fortune-telling, 
though not so plentiful as blackberries or dominoes, abounded 
to the degree that Captain Fane, himself undistinguished, 
passed at a little distance without eliciting a spark of the 
magnetic influence, the very woman who was swaying him 
in spite of his reckon, and almost of his conscience, who was 
filling him with a strong, untrained heart's concentrated 
love, which in contrast with the calculating spent loves of 
the jaded hearts around, was fit to work like madness in 
the brain. 

Lady Bell was greatly chagrined, half angry with Captain 
Pane for being horribly, unaccountably stupid, half doubtful, 
with a pcmg, if he who continued hidden from her, as she 
from him, were really in the room. Something might have 
happened, a sudden appointment to a ship, an accident — his 
being stopped, and wounded a8 well as robbed, on his way to 
the ball— or a malicious story heard to her discredit, for he 
was precise in his notions, and stem in upholding them, as 
she knew from her experience at the water-party. 

Sailors had two standing-points ffom which they regarded 
women. The one standing-point was that of coarser salt- 
water Lovelaces and Lotharios, to whom no woman was 
sacred, and who trusted none. The other was that of Turks, 
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who locked up their women in western harems, and exacted 
from the women the meekest domesticity. 

Harry Fane was no profligate Lovelace, Lady Bell was 
sure ; but she was not equally certain that he might not 
develop into a rigid, caustic captain of his own household. 

Lady Bell had murmured loudly at the moroseness of 
poor old Squire Trevor, when she, as a silly child, had tried 
his patience ; should she not be a fool indeed to put herself, 
as a woman, in the power of another master ? 

And this would not be a fine gentleman who might neglect 
and be unfaithful to her, and still be suave and tolerant to 
her faiilts, having consideration of his own grievous sins. 

This would be another sour and sav^e man, rendered a 
hundred times more formidable in his prime by the weapons 
which her love and his would put into his hands to pierce 
both their hearts. 

Yet she was old and wise enough to know that infinitely 
worse might befall her. What a poor chance there was for 
women of her class and culture in life ! Himibler women 
might be more stolid, less alive to their injuries, abler to keep 
their own. 

These were sad reflections to qualify the noisy nonsense of 
a masquerade. Lady BeU was very sorry for herself, and 
soon grew weary of the amusement. She discovered that it 
was rarely dependent on the lively cleverness which could 
enter into the spirit of the game and play it out well. The 
ball was kept up rather by the impudence and eflfrontery 
which could break through every restraint, and could ad- 
minister and endorse, without flinching, the rudest rebuffs. 

The Troubadours, King Alfreds, and Friar Tucks, the 
Abbesses, Beggar Girls, and Sapphos, aimed more frequently 
at outraging than at expressing their rdles. It was regarded 
as the best joke when the Troubadour flung away his guitar, 
King Alfred hobnobbed with Captain Macheath, and Friar 
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Tack swam, sauntered, and sniffed at a vinaigrette. In Hke 
manner fair applause was won by the Abbess entering into 
an open flirtation with a soldier of fortune ; by the Beggar 
Girl complaining peevishly of the liberties taken by a courties, 
who had trodden on her beggar's trappingfs ; and by Sappho, 
while oppressed with a " snivelling cold," and beset by a 
most pronounced Devonshire dialect, indulging in entirely 
prosaic and matter-of-fact remarks. 

No doubt, the abuse of the characters adopted, was a great 
deal more easily attained than the use woiild have been, and, 
making allowance for the averc^e limits of human intellect, 
the people were wise in their generation. But the effect was 
disappointing to an enthusiastic young Lady Bell. 

The affair Sd not stop at a brilliant burlesque— it went as 
far as an earlier screaming farce. 

Lady BeU began to g^w timid and nervous as the mirth 
grew faster and more furious. She clung to the support of 
any acquaintance such as Mrs. Lascelles — ^who, the wish being 
father to the thought, possibly, personated the widow loved 
by Sir Boger de Coverley — ^in passing through the heaving, 
changing groups. 

Captain Fane was wrong in one suspicion : Lady Bell did 
not seek adventures. On the contrary, when she saw the 
bold license to which they tended, she shrank back from. 
them ; she had very soon ceased to play the rustic fortune- 
teller, aa she had begun to play it with innocent spirit and 
pains. She was ashamed of thinking of acting where hardly 
any one else acted. 



CHAPTER XXXVL 

THE ''OOMMOK DOMIHO." 

T ADY BELL oontmued, however, to pay the penalty for the 
choice of a character, by being accosted on the part of 
numerous Indian conjurers, sailors, and Boman emperors, all 
uniting in the demand that she should tell them their fortunes. 
Neither was the demand made in formal histrionic phrase^ 
but in free and easy modem language, spoken by voices 
teasingly familiar to her. 

But Lady Bell was so bewildered and vexed because all her 
boasted penetration had failed her, that not having succeeded 
in detecting the one, she would not take the trouble to 
identify the many. She guessed that some of these masquers 
were Sir George Waring, Lord Bosoobel, Colonel Selby ; but 
she did not care to come to a decision. What was it to her 
who they were ? 

The gentlemen were not so indifferent or irresolute about 
the secret of the graceful little fortune-teller. Fine gentle- 
men though they were, and at their own ball, they were 
importunate and aggressive, until their advances beciune irk- 
some and offensive to Lady Bell. She grew sick of them, 
and the whole riotous company, and wished herself with all 
her heart well out of it — out of town — ^back to her peaceful 
Summerhill, with her calm, beneficent Mrs. Sundon. 

Lady Bell absolutely declined doing any more palmistry. 
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and put off the pressing claimants on lier powers with as 
much determination ae she could summon to her aid on the 
spur of the moment. 

'' No, no, sirs, the stars are not in the ascendant," she said, 
with a very sincere sigh, " the cards won't shuffle. You must 
go to another fortune-teller." 

''To no other, most unpropitious Syhil," asserted one 
voice. 

" Let me shuffle your cards," suggested another, offering 
to take the tools of Lady Bell's trade for the night out of 
her hands. 

"I'll cross your hand with gold, my g^l," said a third, 
and at the same time presumed to seize Lady Bell's disen- 
gpaged hand. 

Lady Bell was roused to a more energetic renunciation of 
her character. 

" I won't be bribed. See here I " she cried. 

And raising the spread-out pack of cards, she scattered 
them far and near. 

Her action was partly misunderstood, and some of her 
followers stopped to pick up the cards, as Lady Bell had 
hoped they would. She moved on directly, but in the little 
sr;uffle she had already been separated from her party. For 
the moment the crowd had closed in between them, and Lady 
Bell found herself alone in her disguise, exposed to rougher 
horse-play. 

Any masquer who saw a woman alone in the crowd, might 
regard her, charitably, in. Captain Fane's strain, as a lady 
looking out for adventures. Whether so looking out, or 
innocent of such an intention, the mere fact of her having 
foolishly exposed herself, constituted her g^ood game for the 
buffoonery of the masquerade. 

Yet Lady Bell's trepidation did not amount to panic, and 

she assured herself that it was silly, for she had simply to 
12 
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take off hei mask, and show that she was Lady Bell TreTor, 
in order to find friends, and be freed 6*001 molestation. Any 
woman who had ever sustained a serious misadventure at a 
masquerade, like most women who sustained misadventures 
in a wider sphere — ^the world, had only been too willing to 
undergo the infliction, or had yielded to a private reason for 
risking it, and either way had themselves to thank for their 
humiliation. 

But Lady Bell was certainly imwiUing to plead helpless- 
ness, crave pity, and virtually acknowledge that her natural 
digpiity did not stand her in good stead. Moreover, the 
acknowledgment ought not to be required of her ; for already 
some who knew her, as she was convinced, though it was 
their present cue to conceal their knowledge, were there. Sir 
George Waring and Colonel Selby, the first as Sir Boger de 
Coverley, the second as the Lord Chancellor of England, had 
come up with her, holding some of her cards in their hands. 

Lady Bell was tired, shaken. She could think of no other 
resource than that of fl3^g frt>m her persecutors with as 
much speed as she could command, or the crowd w<>uld allow. 
While she hurried along she held down her head, and tried 
not to listen to besieging addresses, suggesting in her attitude 
something of the aspect of Ferdinand seeking vainly to shake 
off Ariel's tricksy sprites ; notwithstanding that Lady Bell's 
foes were of more solid substance. 

The group arrested the attention of a domino, who at once 
made for it, catching up by chance as he did so one of the 
fortune-teller's cards which dropped frt>m a gentleman's hand. 
While he joined in the pursuit, which was attracting Aotice, 
he heard bets laid on the race that caused his blood to boil, 
little as bets meant at a time when men wagered on drops 
running down a window-pane, on an old woman's hobblin^^ 
or on the hours that a sick man might live. 

The prize might be nothing to Captain Fane, for it was 
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poesibly a case of mietaken identity where he was oottcemed ; 
and eyen if he were in the right, he was ignorant and jealous 
of Lady Bell's reason for keeping herself hidden from him, as 
it seemed. 

It might yery well be that she would resent his interference. 
He coidd not help remembering, though she had sought to 
atone for it, how she had treated his opxK>fiition at the water- 
party. 

He might reap no thanks, only anger and disgust as the 
result of his oficiousness. But for her sake he would yenture 
all. 

He scrawled with his pencil on the card which he had 
appropriated. ''Do you wish to get away and go home 
without waiting for the unmasking ? I shall put you into a 
chair — say yes, and I shall be satisfied that I am right/' 

He pushed forward in adyance of the others and thrust the 
card into Lady Bell's hand. 

She glanced mechanically at the writing, with which she 
was not sufficiently acquainted for it to show the writer. But 
the electric shock was g^yen at last, she had not the slightest 
fear of trusting herself with that domino. '' Oh yes ! " she 
drew a long sigh of relief and joy, standing still and speaking 
in her natural tones. 

<< A swindle, a cheat, madam," shouted the wildest of her 
train ; ''you decline to read our fortunes, and you answer the 
first question put to you by an interloper." 

"Gentlemen," interposed the domino, speaking in cold 
tones of indisputable authority and sober reason, " the lady 
is fatigued with the foolery, and wishes to go home. 1 
suppose you do not interfere with the inclinations of your 
guests?" 

The gentlemen looked at each other and paused discomfited. 

" Sold, by Joye I" 

** I wish you joy, Sir George, of your successful rival." 
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" Devil take him, who can he be ? never heard that my 
lady had any troublesome appendage — country cousin, parson 
in disguise, former husband come alive again, recent husband 
come to light." 

Before the exclamations burst forth, the domino was leading 
the fortune-teller through the crowd, compelling a passage 
for her, to the door of the room, out into the vestibule, and 
down the stairs, at the foot of which they stopped, and he 
bade a watchman call a chair. 

Then Lady Bell took off her mask, and he pulled off his, 
and each smiled forgiving and fo^ven in the face of the 
other, while the servants and their company thought the two 
a proper couple (though Harry was no Adonis), and on plain 
enough terms. 

But the lady and gentleman were not bent on one of the 
clandestine expeditions and frantic escapades in which mas- 
querades frequently ended, since they would not set about it 
barefaced. Therefore the pair being manifestly honest, were 
lefl; to themselves, unmolested by the kind souls that liked to 
look on them at a little distance. For anything more Lady 
Bell and Captain Fane were deficient to the apprehension of 
their more or less debased fellow-creatures in what are to 
them essential elements of thrilling interest — crime and shame. 

" I am so glad to get out of it — ^I shall never wish to go to 
a masquerade c^ain. But could you find no better disguise 
than a common domino ? " Lady Bell began to recover her- 
self, and to pout the least in the world. ** There were scores 
of dominoes like this," she hinted regretfully, putting a little 
finger shyly on a fold of the objectionable domino. 

" Could my Lady Bell not dress up herself more fitly than 
in the doak of a gipsy fortune-teller, when there were crowns 
and sceptres, wands and wings, in the room ? " the gentleman 
reproached his partner with delirious fervour, softly grasping 
a comer of the maligned doak. 
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"I saw no acting," cried Lady Bell in a flurry, to render 
the conversation less personal. ** A strolling troop, in a 
bam, would have managed infinitely better. This was all 
fudge and lampooning. I did not ask for true acting, but I 
expected something nearer to it from persons of refinement 
and education. I am going to have the real thing to* 
morrow." 

" Tell me where, Lady Bell," he solicited directly. 

" I am going to the play, sir, the veritable play ; no wonder 
everybody rushes to Covent Garden and Drury Lane, though 
some pretend that there are private theatricals worth listening 
to, I should feel inclined to doubt it, after to-night. I am to 
^have a box in company with Miss Greathead of Guy's Cliff, 
who knows Mrs. Siddons — she is taking the Londoners' hearts 
by storm, after they nearly broke her heart years ago." 

** How do you know that ? " he aaked for the mere sake of 
hearing her speak and detaining her a moment longer. 

** Oh, I know Mrs. Siddons finely," she sparkled back upon 
him, enjo3ring what she imagined to be his curiosity, '' and 
perhaps some day," she lowered her voice inadvertently and 
the tell-tale colour leapt up in her cheeks, ** I shall tell you 
how she and I came to be personal friends. You have never 
seen her. Then you have never seen such a genius on the 
boards. Miss Yates is nothing to her; she eclipses Mr. 
Garrick himself." 

He was not caring for geniuses on the boards at that 
moment, however much he might care for them at another. 
What were the stage and its stars to Hany Fane, when Lady 
Bell had availed herself of his assistance, had preferred his 
protection to that of any man of her set at the masquerade, 
and when the words, ** Some day I shall tell you how she 
and I came to be personal friends," were ringing sweetly 
in his ears? 
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BOHBO AHD JX7LIET ON THE STAGE, AKD HT LADT BBUi TBXTOK 

jlSd lass gbeathsad'b box. 

TTAREY FAXE found it easier to join Lady Bell in her box 
with Miss Qreathead at Oovent Garden, than at the 
masquerade ball. Notwithstanding that, the tide which had 
turned and was bearing the great actress on to fortune, was 
so full in its rush, that the crowd at White's was nothing to 
the jammed mass filling to suffocation the huge theatre. 

In the private box Miss Greathead, the other ''Ladjof 
Quality " was considerate and generous. 

She had been telling Lady Bell that she remembered when 
Miss Kemble came to Miss Greathead's mother's house in the 
capacity of a waiting gentlewoman. She had struck eyery- 
body by her commanding beauty and her magnificent read- 
ing, and she had secured the friendship of each member of 
the family, so that though she soon quitted Guy^s Cliff to be 
married to her rejected lover, and to return to the boards — 
her true sphere — her friends continued to watch her struggles 
and her progress with interest and rejoicing. So long as she 
and they lived, Sarah Siddons would be welcome among the 
Greatheads. 

Miss Greathead brought her story to a dose abruptly, and 
made room for the young officer id naval uniform. 

He looked a quiet, reserved, brave man, rather than a 
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Growing, biill7iiig> cock of fafihloa. At the same time he had 
been indefatigable in scaling banisters, and leaping partitiona 
in order to reach the door of Lady Bell Trevor and Miss 
Greathead's box. He deserved the seat which he had won 
next Lady BeU, though, poor feUow, he might not fill it 
long — and it might be to his loss that he filled it at aU. 

Miss Qreathead in her woman's heart, while she counselled 
expediency and condemned imprudence with the rest of the 
quality, guessed what sitting together for an hour or two waa 
to a couple between whom there might soon roll the seas 
which divide an old world from a new, and these seas alive 
with transports, frigates, squadrons, hastening to meet the 
tug of war. 

The pair were young fools (Miss Gbeathead was shocked at 
Lady BeU Trevor — the daughter of an earl, though a spend- 
thrift earl, a jointured widow, though her jointure was not 
great, while the ofBlcer by his uniform was no more than 
a Captain, and was not a private '^fortune," else he could 
hardly have failed to be known by name to Miss Ghreathead — 
she could not think what Lady Bell meant by thus preparing 
misery for herself and another). But what would you have ? 
such fools abounded, would not the world be worse if it 
wanted them? Mrs. Siddons was about to play just such 
another fool. 

At least the sailor must fill his seat as a silent partner, for 
Mrs. 8iddons' acting, and the pit which hung breathless on 
her words, permitted no chatter in the boxes or elsewhere. 

The play was that of Borneo and Juliet,* 

When Mrs. Siddons took the part of Juliet, she ventured 
on a new and bold stroke in the middle of her success. Since 
Lady Bell, a fancy-free childish girl, though a fugitive wife, 
had been stirred to weep and snule, and hang breathless over 

« Thia is a doable anaohronism, Mn. Siddons did not play in town, 
again till later, and did not play Juliet till later stilL 
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the histories of iBabella, Mn». fieverley, and Eaphrasia, Mrs. 
Siddons had risen to a much loftier range of characters, to her 
mature masteipieoee of Lady Macbeth, Constance, and Queen 
Katherine. 

But for that yeiy reason it appeared doubtful if she oould 
descend ftoia her height of ripe majestic matronhood to the 
dramatist's idea of a single-hearted love-lorn Italian girl. 
Eyen Mrs. Siddons' superbly developed personal traits might 
turn to faults and work against her in the attempt to per- 
sonate the slender, tender daughter of the Capulets. 

But no sooner did the enchantress come before her judges 
and begin to weave her spells, than the velvet eyes, with 
their rich lashes, the white pillars of arms with their regal 
sweep, became the fond dreamy eyes, the loving, dting^ng 
arms inspired by the soul of youthf^, radiant, all-defying 
passion in Juliet. 

These two- -Lady Bell and Captain Fane — ^looked at and 
listened to their own stoiy. True, they were not of suifi- 
ciently mighty quality to belong to great rival houses, but 
the couple belonged in a measure to different classes. Lady 
Boll might aspire to prospects as far ahead of the naval 
captain at her side, though he was bom and bred in her 
rank, as were a Yice-Admiral's commission, and Westminster 
Abbey. 

The circumstance that the difference between Lady Bell 
and Captain Fane was comparatively slight, only rendered it 
more cruel if it were to part them, since it did anything save 
prevent the rose from smelling aa sweet. 

To sit together at such a play iuterpreted by so consum- 
mate an actress, and an actor who was not immeasurably 
behind her, was to sit like the guilty King and Queen of 
Denmark and witness their crime shadowed forth by the 
players. But whereas it was the past which was held up 
before the shrinking eyes of the Eoyal Danes, it seemed a 
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dasding glimpse of the future wliioh was youchsafed to these 
lovers. 

The secret of Lady BeU and Captain Fane, so far as it had 
remained any secret to them, was spoken out in Shakespeare'is 
words and by Siddons' and Kemble's voices. The true lovers 
there of whom the others were but a vivid realisation, sat 
with heaving breasts, flushed faces, and eyes fixed on the 
stag^, and dared not glance at each other (did not need to for 
that matter), each to tmderstand what the other felt — save 
once or twice. 

At the masqued ball in the Capulets' house, when fortune 
favoured the brave so signally as to find the daring intruder 
his fit partner in the daughter of the house, in a trice. Captain 
Fane and Lady Bell turned simultaneously to smile to each 
other and to afford the opportunity for the whisper on his 
part, *' That fellow was in luck — ^he was not long in receiving 
his prize.'' 

At the first suggestion of a private marriage, Captain Fane 
again sought and received a look as by irresistible fascination. 
<< Do you mark that ?" said the swifb meaning glance of his 
eyes, before which Lady Bell's eyes swam and fell as they 
had never swum and fallen before. 

There might have been many more pairs of lovers in the 
great crowded house that night, taking to themselves, and 
making a personal matter of the play and its playing, thus 
failing to view it in a speculative and critical light. 

But there was absolutely nobody to whom Shakespeare and 
the Kembles were rant and fustian, who was moved to laugh 
when the players wept, or to joke and shrug when they raved. 

There was something marvellous in the imauimity of the 
sympathy, in the multitude swayed like one man by the poet 
and the players, till the old Italian tragedy in its passion 
and its piteousness lived again. 

Women clasped their hands and prayed for mercy on the 

12* T 
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young lovers, sobbed as Juliet drank the potion and oom* 
posed herself to the semblance — ^too complete — of death, — and 
shrieked and swooned when Bomeo met Paris at the tomb- 
when swords were crossed and the boy husband who beHeved 
himself widowed in the green acoomplishment of his yowb, 
piercing and pierced, fell for ever. 

Men drew long breaths, and swore deep oaths as over their 
professional contests, their tussles in Parliament, their meet* 
ings at Chalk Farm, their long seats at the green board. 

We have it on recent record, that in one row in the orchestra 
there sat to see Mrs. Siddons play, men whose names are 
not forgotten, no, nor will be, ^'Beynolds, Burke, Gibbon, 
Sheridan, Windham, Fox." These men were not babies, but 
'' the tears were seen running down their dark faces." 

The theatre was a power in those days, and the excitement 
which crossed and suspended the excitement of gaming^ 
tables and lottery drawings, was in the main a wholesome 
and saving excitement. Mrs. Siddons made a fig^ure in Lady 
Bell's history which sounds strange nowadays. Not only did 
the actress chance to interfere between the girl and imminent 
destitution, an incident which might in itself be passed over 
like any other fortuitous incident, but at the crisis of Lady 
Bell's history, John Kemble and Mrs. Siddons played Bomeo 
and JuHet, before Captain Fane and Lady Bell, and the 
players had much to answer for. 

A great deal which did come to pass might never have 
been. Human nature partially roused might have struggled 
in vain with its swaddling-bands, and sunk back into hope* 
less helplessness, unable to compass, within the course of 
a few days, its deHverance by one bold stroke. The oppor- 
tunity once lost might never have returned. But in the very 
striking of the clock Romeo and Juliet was played. 

What hearts must have been stirred to their depths by the 
grand acting of the grand old players ! What moral revolu- 
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tions must have been wrouglit out, what life and death 
actions oompelled — ^transforming ordinary men and women 
into heroes and heroines! It would be curious if it were 
possible to make such a reckoning. 

It may be said to the sceptical of such influences who have 
only sought for them in the theatre of to-day, what woman 
shrieks and swoons in the theatre now ? what man, even, is 
seized with strong hysterics, as happened once, among the 
throng who panted, sweated, and quivered to leap on the 
stage, rush to the rescue, or be in at the death ? 

We live in a hypercritical and cynical age, and are proud 
of the fact. We should never have been touched by Dr. 
Dodd's enunciation of ''Mesopotamia" — ^it is to be feared not 
even by George Whitfield's breathing forth of "amen," 
neither by the sham nor by the reality. 

Besides, we are misled by visions of our ancestors taking 
snuff and looking on at executions, and think that they felt 
very little, and that in the wrong place. Whereas we are 
the very same men and women, except that we are triply 
bound by certain refinements and restraints, and are pleased 
to hug our bonds. 

Lady Bell had cried with the best, palpitated and quaked 
over Bomeo and Juliet. She had never once felt disturbed 
by the remembrance, as a modem playgoer would have felt 
disturbed — ^nay, would have taken credit for the feeling, that 
she had been behind the scenes ^th this Juliet, had helped 
her to nurse her children, add up her bills, and eat her 
prosaic meals. 

Lady Bell was not so carping and invidious. She was 
more womanly ; she was inclined to go to the opposite ex- 
treme in her reception of the play and in the effect which it 
had upon her. 

'' This Juliet was a sweet victim," Miss Qreathead had 
declared, wiping her eyes when all was over. ''But one 
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must confess she had little more than her deserts. How 
would it be with any girl in our days, who could be as 
disobedient and deceitful and monstrously rash as Mistress 
Juliet showed herself ? " 

'* Oh, Miss Greathead," protested Lady Bell, forgetting 
everything in the eagerness of her argument, **I don't go in 
for the disobeying and deceiving her parents— only they were 
so mad in their feud, that what could she ever hope for from 
their reason or their duty ? They drove her to the climax ol 
her disobedience and deceit, and that after she had consented to 
be Bomeo's. Why, madam," Lady Bell paused, clasped her 
hands expressively, and exclaimed irrestrainably, '' I should 
have done the same." 

** What ! swallowed that horrid drug, and taken the doubt- 
ful consequences — ^the only thing certain that she should 
overwhelm her father and mother and whole kindred in a 
horrid waste of grief ? Then, when she did wake up in the 
dreadful shadowy tomb, because the first glimmer of light 
proved to her that the dangerous stratagem had been in vain, 

and she had Ibst her lover My dear, many a woman. 

has to lose her lover," Miss Greathead broke off, and fanned 
herself, while a quiver passed over her features. ** Think of 
this American war, and the French wars, and the Scotch 
rebellion, and all that they cost. But to count the world lost, 
and refuse to live any longer without the one man ! It was 
selfish and cowardly, as well as blasphemous, for her to fall 
on his sword, and make an end of it." 

Lady Bell shivered. 

"There need not have been any use of violence," she 
said, after a pause, speaking from the prompting of 
her heart — "unless, indeed, it was because the young 
Italian girl was too sorry for herself. A living death would 
soon have killed her ; and if it had not, death in life would 
have been the greater tribute of the two." 
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''Lady Bell/' said Oaptam Fane in her ear, taking her 
hand and holding it fast and tight, as they left the box and 
wended their slow way after Miss Gbeathead, whom a Mend 
was conducting to a coffee-house for supper, '*I have some- 
thing to say to you, and you know it, while you have not the 
heart to deny me the liberty of saying it. I am sure of this 
much after to-night. Oh, the happiness of knowing that 
your heart is on my side ! What are the heaviest obstacles 
after that gracious encouragement? But I must speak 
where we shall not be interrupted. Will you be my love, 
and will you meet me on the Mall, where I shall be walking 
by nine o'clock to-morrow morning, long before there will be 
any company abroad?" 

Lady Bell hung her head and trembled, and would almost 
have drawn back, frightened at the result which she had 
helped to provoke. 

*' You will not be true to yourself and to me if you refuse 
me such an interview," he put it. "I shan't detain you a 
moment against your will ; do you think I should, or wilfully 
expose you or your good name ? Ah, never ; you know me 
better than think that. But although you have no parents to 
control you, and are even independent of guardians, you are so 
young, my darling, and it is such a miserable match for you." 

" Hush, hush," Lady Bell stopped him. " You don't 
know how unworthy I am — what a vain, pleasure-loving, 
headstrong creature." 

''You shall have the best, the purest pleasure that I 
can procure for you," bragged Harry. " But all ycur Mends 
will oppose a marriage between us, especially at this time, 
when I may get orders any day to sail for America. Even 
my friends. Sir Peter and Lady Sundon, will be ecandalized 
— as if their house had not proved a snare to me, and as if 
they were cmswerable for their pirate of a kinsman snatching 
at the treasure which ho came across." 
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'^I am my own mistress," said Lady Bell, giving a wel- 
come specimen of the wilfulness of wHch. she had spoken. 
''No one has any right to say anything to me against my 
choice — ^as if I would listen ! — ^unless my dear Mrs. Sundon. 
Oh, I hope she will not think that we have been dose and 
sly. I have writ and told her that I thought one gentleman 
very different from the rest whom I met in town, and that I 
imagined she would like him. Only I made a mistake ; for 
I fancied at first that he would be more to her taste than 
mine. But, sir, I do not grant that you have any title to 
hear what I write in my private correspondence with my 
friend." She made a faint attempt at playfulness. 

''Don't you?" questioned Harry, showing that, glum as 
he had sometimes been in Lady Bell's company, his was not 
the faint heart which could not win a fair lady. " What pre- 
sumption I have been guilty of ! I leaped to the conclusion 
that there was to be no more secrets between us, and that 
you would write to me myself for my consolation in our 
parting." 

At that word of parting, Lady Bell came fluttering down 
from her proud little perch, and nestled to him in an instant. 

" Harry," she said, " I shall meet you to-morrow if you 
bid me. But take care what you bid me do, for I trust you 
entirely." 

" God do so and more to me, if I fail you," swore Hany 
Fane. 

" And don't mind any foolish pother people make. I shall 
not mind it much. Only I hope that they will not be very 
rude and disagreeable on your account. Here is the coffee- 
house ; and mind, we niust behave ourselves, unless we would 
have our engagement talked of all over the town before it ia 
fairly concluded." 



CHAPTER XXXVJIL 

THE ItEETIKO ON THE ICIIX. 

■DY nine o'clock next morning a yoting naval oiBcer ir«8 
padng the Mall of St. James's under the interlaced 
boughs of the still leafless trees He formed a oonspicuous 
figure among the porters, tradesmen's boys, shopvomen, and 
message girls — all who wore then to be seen on the old 
promenade, which had still its fashionable frequenters at 
stated hours later in the day. 

But conspicuous or unoonspicuous, there was no one whose 
observation was likely to signify to the gentleman, or to the 
lady who, taking an early walk, attended by her maid, might 
encounter him, and consent to his attendance for the rest of 
the way. 

The weather, which had been boasting that spring was 
come a fortnight before, had reversed its sentence — ^now that 
March was not only cotirsing in the blood and in the sap of 
the trees, but recorded in the calendar — and insisted that the 
season was no other than midwinter. A raw, surly east wind 
was blowing ; a grey sky was overhead ; the turf of the park 
looked pinched; the leaflets of the trees stood arrested — 
their green turned to sickly yellow. The little birds retained 
their songs in their breasts, and only chirped disconsolately 
in a croaking fashion down in their throats, as they hopped 
from bough to bough to keep themselves warm. 
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Captain Fane, with his cocked hat pulled down to his eye- 
brows, looked grave and almost grim and hard-fayoured as 
he paced the Mall. 

Oaptain Fane's patience was not tried on the occasion. 
He had not half crossed the park when a little figure guarded 
from the chill morning air and from prying eyes by a furred 
mantle and a capuchin, came towards him. 

The figure was followed by a faithful maid in her white 
cap and pattens, walking discreetly behind. 

The lady advanced, woman fashion, as if she did not see 
the gentleman, but had been enticed out by the fineness of 
the disagreeable morning, and by the company on the deserted 
Mall. She looked over her shoulder to speak to her maid. 
She tacked, as she picked her steps irom. side to side of the 
Mall, like one of the ships in Harry Fane's squadron when the 
wind was chopping afresh every minute. The figure, with its 
hinting, wavering, but unmistakable progress in his direc- 
tion, quickened the gentleman's steps in accordance with 
his bounding pulses, and sent him straight as a launch to 
meet it. 

Captain Fane was deeply sensible of the boon granted to 
him ; but even as he held Lady Bell's hand in his own, his 
face continued grave and contracted with trouble and pain. 
The first words which he said as he turned and walked by 
her side, giving, not offering his arm, were words of warning 
in breaking bad news. 

''It is well that you have been as good as your word, 
dearest, well for your own tender heart as for my comfort in 
remembrance, since our first meeting is like to be our last. 
Orders from the Admiralty were waiting my return last 
night. I did not know, but it was just possible that ^e 
Thunderhomh might be put in dock to lie high and dry for 
months. I had even entertained the thought — but that was 
before I saw you and lost tlj head with my heart — ah! 
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Bweet Bell, I'll go bail you have much to account for — of 
seeking to get an appointment to another ship, lest I should 
be kept hanging about long on shore. Long ! The time has 
passed like a summer day which is all but dnded. The 
Thund^hamb is to hold itself in readiness to weigh anchor on 
or about the 15th, to sail with a detachment of troops for 
Boston." 

Lady Bell had heard him without interruption till this. 
"Going away — away from me, Harry?" she cried, struck 
hearily by the blow, " to join the ranks of war, and dare the 
stormy seas while these words we have spoken are yet on our 
lips ! No, no, it cannot be." 

" My love, I would I could say no and comfort you. Guess, 
then, what it must be for me to leave you," he appealed to 
her. 

"Then, don't leave me," said Lady BeU desperately. 
"Oh, Harry Fane, I have been so lonely all my life, an 
orphan, a loveless wife — ^I could not help it; I could not 
love poor Mr. Trevor after he had forced me. a persecuted 
child, to marry him — ^till I found Sunny. You need not 
look disappointed. She has been the dearest, best of 
friends and sisters to me ; but I am frighted I have misled 
her. I know I would leave her for my lover, my true 
husband. Will you leave me after this alone again ? Cruel 
Harry ! Lady Sundon was right. You are a hard, stubborn 



man." 



" Alas ! dear, how can I help it? — ^I, who would give my 
best chance of promotion — well-nigh my life, if — not the 
Admiralty, but the Powers above, would suffer me to remain 
with you only three months," he protested passionately. " It 
may not be. Lady BeU — ^I cannot even pray for it." 

"And yet you only half approve of this American war," 
she reminded him, pertinaciously. 

" That is true," he owned ; " and more than I are in the 
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same, or a worse, predicament. Lord Effinghaza has followed 
the example of Yiacount Pitt, in requesting leave to retire 
from the service; and Captain Wilson, an Irishman, who 
obtained his commission bj raising a hundred and thirtj 
men off his own estate, and who has served with the greatest 
credit for sixteen years, has also laid down his sword." 

''Then why cannot you do the same?" she implored 
him. 

'' Because I do not see it to be my duty," he said firmly. 
** I don't approve of every tittle of the laws and their execu* 
tion. For instance, a miserable lad of fifteen was hanged 
t'other day for some petty theft — ^it may have been no more 
than the filching of a sixpence, for which they tell me another 
wretched fellow swung at Tyburn; but that is not to say 
that I am not to maintain the laws which are just and good 
in the main. This is no time to pick holes in the services, 
but to build them up with our bodies and blood, and let 
reformation follow in due time. For anything else — even to 
be with you, it would be rank selfishness." 

** You are too strong and wise for me," she complained a 
little bitterly, averting her head. 

'' You would not have me sacrifice honour and duty," he 
pressed her in his turn, ** what eveiy true man is bound to 
maintain in the name of God and his fellows, whatever else 
be give up ? Bemember the line of the song you sang the 
last time I stood by the harpsichord in Cleveland Court : — 

' I ooold not love thee, dear, so well. 
Loved I not honour more,' 

Sailors, like soldiers, belong specially to their king and 
country. Would you wish your sailor to stain his blue 
jacket?" 

** No, no, I would have you my best of men," yielded Lady 
Bell, with a great sob ; ** but I doubt my heart is broke, for 
I cannot follow you into danger, and if — i f " 
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She failed in j&aming the conclution, that the man she 
loved, and who had just told her his love, standing there in 
his flower of youth, health, and strength, might ere long fall 
on the deck, slippery with blood, never to rise again, or sink 
in the trough of an engulphing wave, and be washed far 
beyond the ken of friend or foe. 

Lady Bell broke into piteous tears. She had been, as she 
said, so lonely a young creature, constrained, in the measure, 
to be self-sufficing, till she had found a Mond, and then a 
love. 

He had taught her in the shortest space to be prouder of 
his love than of all else belonging to her. She had been 
right willing to lay down for him her pride of birth and 
beauty and a belle's worldly expectations. She had consented 
gladly to resign that belleship, to offiront the great world, and, 
as an anti-climax after her triumphs, to make a poor love 
marriage. 

But it was all in vain. No such voluntary offering was 
required of her. Her new-found love was snatched from her. 
Her life was emptied of its fulness at the fullest, just when 
she had beg^un to know how rich and rapturous life might be. 
"Would it have been a relief to you," asked Captain Fane 
slowly, " though I would never have consented to your facing 
hardship ('fore George, to think of my Lady Bell being ex- 
posed for me !) — ^if all this had occurred months earHer, and 
in the interval we had braved the cold displeasure, or the hot 
wrath, of friends, and were wed, man and wife, whom no man, 
nothing save death, could put asunder ? Would it have made 
a difference if you could have gone out with me, as some of 
the civil authorities, Mr. Eden and others — ay, some of the 
officers too, have carried out their wives ? " 

" Oh, Harry, it would have been heaven compared to this ! " 
Lady Bell assured him fervently. 

'' What ! " he cried, half with tender wonder, half covetous 



I 
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to liaye the fond assurance repeated, "jon would cross the 
seas, and rough it among rough sailors on board ship, and 
you so young and dainty. You would dwell among strangers, 
many of them hostile — some say with a good cause, but it is ^ 

too late to do aught but fight its righteousness or unright- 
eousness now — and we sailors might be called on to help to 
take stores up the oountiy, while we were dependent on 
the fidelity of our barbarous allies, the Indians. You were 
never in a foreign oountiy. You never even tried living on 
board ship." 

** Never, never," corroborated Lady Bell, so heartily, that 
there was something like cheerfulness in her tone. ''But I 
should be with you, and what would I mind besides ? Do 
you think I am a coward, sir, or a peevish woman, fit for 
nothing but to miss my comforts, and make a moan ? Don't 
call the sailors rough, when you are a sailor." 

"Then I am delivered from a very great temptation," 
admitted Harry Fane honestly. 

''Don't return thanks for it," she forbade him quickly, 
"when it is my loss. Oh, Harry I I am yours— ^yours in 
our hearts ; but I would I were yours so that no man could 
contradict it, anyhow or anywhere," sighed Lady BeU, ding- 
ing to him with a creeping quailing foretaste of all the evils 
which might be wrought by distance, time, the remonstranoes 
of friends, the misrepreseutationfl of enemies. 



CHAPTER XXXEL 

TO TIB OB KOT TO TIE THB KITOT P 

T^AKE care, Ladj Bell," exclaimed Harry, in rising agita- 
tion, ''lest I'm onlj delivered from one temptation to be 
plunged into another." 

**Ali! temptations have no power for you," proclaimed 
Lady Bell, with a mixture of pride and sorrow ; ''you are as 
firm as a rock, and as unyielding when you think you are in 
the right." 

" Don't be too sure," said Captain Fane, and she saw that 
he could be nerrous with all his firmness. ' ' I have let you say 
how you will want me, because it has been marrow to my 
bones and joy to my heart. Bell, when Qod knows I am 
anxious and sad enough. But at least you do not resign me 
to the importimities of any rival, unless it be to the image of 
Britannia herself," he suggested, with an effort at a jest and 
a smile, " flourishing, as our general figure-head, and to the 
death which she may bear in her hand. Think what I must feel 
to leave you, exposed to the cunning wiles of all the beaux and 
bucks and great matches who hunt women as men hunt game. 
These men play with women, and have no remorse — for not 
believing in a God in heaven, they do not believe in a man or 
woman on earth. They seek to buy women, and sooner than 
be foiled in the base barter which they propose, and be forced 
to confess their titles, rent-rolls, money-bags, even their 



286 LABT BSLL. 

pretty persons, disparaged, they will try to get the better 
of women by cruel arts. Sudi men betray women infer- 
naUy." 

He had worked himself up till he was pouring forth 
a torrent of rage, hatred, and apprehension. Cold as the 
morning was, he had to wipe his forehead. 

"Why, Harry!" remonstrated Lady Bell, startled, but not 
altogether offended by his jealous fury, not unwilling to be 
roused from the dejection into which she was sinking, and to 
be diyerted for a moment from the gloomy prospect before 
her. 

There was no question of the gloom near at hand, and to 
last for many a day. Come what liked in the future, Harry 
Fane was going, would go to join his ship in the first place, 
and the war in the second. He might be subjected to work, 
weariness, and privation, but he had action and change for his 
portion. As for her, she must abide in her place forlon^ 
with the brightness passed from the sky, and the zest gone out 
of the feast. The *'Lubin'' of the song was indeed on the 
eve of departure, of long uncertain tarrying, perhaps till his 
love's bloom was faded, her heart withered and diy. Lady 
Bell had asked once in very idleness and restlessness, that 
movement, passion, even, in its pangs, might ruffle the still 
waters of her heart. They were ruffled with a vengeance, 
lashed into a piteous storm, to heave and swell for many a 
day, ere they settled down again in peace. 

Knowing what was hanging over her. Lady Bell was fain 
to forget the knowledge for a moment, in the rousing 
consideration that Captain Fane, in spite of her frank con- 
fession, was half beside himself with jealousy. 

She did not altogether disapprove of this state of matters, 
for was it not evidence of how well the self-controlled sailor 
loved her? 

She was a little frightened at the strength of his passion. 
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nererthelesB. Extravagantly as she herself had loyed him, 
she did not know him fully and closely, afber all. One of the 
channs of her love was its mystery. 

But Lady BeU thought Harry Fane too severe in his stric* 
tures, and cert€dnly needing to be ptilled up and taken to 
task. Aching as her heart was, she tried to make believe 
for a brief space that the ache was not there, and to do her 
part in enlightening her lover. 

She began to pout with her white face and her tearAil eyes. 

** Would I forget you in your absence, Harry ? Could you 
ever believe that ? What effect would all the wicked strata- 
gems of the finest gentlemen have on me?" 

"How can I tell?" he answered gloomily. "I found a 
whole hornet's nest buzzing round you when I met you first, 
and again at the masquerade, and you did not seem able to 
put them down." 

"Why should I put them down? They are entitled to 
live as well as the rest of vlb, even though a busy fellow of a 
bee looks down upon them as drones or butterflies ; indeed 
they are rather that than hornets. They have never done 
me harm, and they have squired and amused me many a day; 
you ought to be more generous to them, sir, and to learn to 
keep a civil tongue in your head." 

"We have no time for quarrelling," cried Harry, "you 
may teach me better manners one day, if we are spared and 
restored to each other, and you are still willing to undertake 
the office. But I could not profit by the best of lessons, and 
I submit that it woidd be taking me altogether at a disad- 
vantage to begin when I am just about to bid you farewell." 

" Not yet ! not yet !" besought Lady Bell, dislodged from 
her poor little temporary cranny of arch resistance and co- 
quettish teasing, and stretched anew, like another Andro- 
meda, on a sheer precipice, over a sea of misery, imtil she 
fell back into her lamentation. " If we had but understood 
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each other f^ter, and been married within theee few weeks 
— Bailors and soldiers must woo and wed in haste — before 
these terrible sailing orders arrived! Then I eonld have 
sailed with you ; I should not haye been frighted, though we 
had encountered the enemy. I could haye kept quiet below, 
with you on deck to run to when the gims ceased firing. I 
might have proved how little I cared for any other man by 
following you all over the world." 

** You can prove it. dear," declared Harry Fane, hoarse 
with eagerness, taking her at her word, giving the reins to his 
passion, and smothering and trampling down every doubt and 
scruple. '^ Let us be married before I go, and although I 
cannot take you with me, I may send for you to my station. 
Some one of my old messmates and friends wiU be glad to do 
as he would be done by, and bring you out to me in his 
ship." 

Lady Bell was astounded; she had been utterly unpre- 
pared for this catching up of her speech, heartfelt though 
it was. 

Harry Fane rushed on, overwhelming her with his special 
pleading. 

^^That and that alone would reassure my mind, which is 
on the rack for you, exposed on a pinnacle as you are. 
Don*t be vexed with me when I say it, but you are a beauti- 
ful woman of rank, very young, greatly admired, as you well 
may be, moving in gay worldly circles, which imsettle even a 
man's head, and throw dust in his eyes. You have not a 
near relation whose right it would be to control and guide 
you, only such thoughtless, irresponsible guardians as even 
my good cousin ! Oh ! my love, how shall I leave you thus ? 
for God knows how long," he groaned in anguish, ** these 
six — ^twelve years. This horrid war has long been hanging 
over us. Our American brethren are brave and resolute as 
we are ; the strife may last while mother country and colony 
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hold out. How can I trust your constancy exposed to such 
a test,^ assailed as it will be when I am gone, and you a 
young woman, and therefore weak, without blame or shame 
to you ?" 

"I imderstand," acknowledged Lady Bell piteously. "I 
am not angiy with you for distnisting me — how can I be, 
when I remember how weak I was once before ? how wrong 
as well as weak, I know by my love for you. I was imfair 
to myself and to another. Do I not shrink from looking you 
and every one in the face when I think of m^ marriage ? Do 
I not blush for the name I bear, because of the reason for 
bearing it ? — that I let myself be sold as a chattel or a slave, 
rather than die free — and I was not a loyal slave, Harry, 
never think it, I revolted and fled, like many another 
slave." 

He was hardly listening to her, he was so dead set on 
over-persuading her and himself that he might make her his, 
and that by doing so, he would save her. 

" Then do not risk danger again, you are not so much older 
—only a tender girl of eighteen — ^widow though you are. I 
may not even be able to reach you with the poor stay of 
letters when all your friends will be against me. I cannot 
wonder and •complain, but I must think ci myself and my 
love, and of you and yours, for you love me, and me only, 
Lady Bell, your lips have sworn it now, over and over." 

** Ay, and I swear it again," averred Lady Bell, with fond 
pride. 

** No other man will ever be to you what I can be. I will 
Bay more, cross-grained sinner as I am, I honestly believe 
that I shall raise you, Bell, by your love, as you will raise 
me by mine. Are not true lovers made for helpmeets as well 
as mates ? And, although I have no cause for boasting, less 
at this moment perhaps than at any other, still, do you not 
love me, darling, because you think me honest, though plain, 
13 17 
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earnest if harsh, a little wiser in my blundering, a little more 
bent on truth and righteousness in my faultiness, than the 
ruck of those heartless tnflers and blasphemous renouncers 
of all obligations around you?" 

" Have I not called you the best of men ?" boasted Lady 
Bell, with an immensity of faith which might have staggered 
him and opened his eyes. But he only shut them harder, 
while he modestly declined the innocent hyperbole. 

" Oh, no, a prodigiously erring fellow, and nearly mad at 
this moment, I suspect. But we should walk through life 
hand in hand, love, and ask to rise to the best that nature 
and grace could make us. For that end we should seek to 
be reverent and dutiful, and to turn our backs on vanities, 
follies, and worse. It is not wrong to make this end so sure, 
that if we live it cannot be baulked, and that no one can ever 
more come between us to beg^le us of our faith in God and 
each other." 

**If I could only claim you as my wife," he argued un- 
weariedly, **I should have no further fear to leave you thus 
solemnly bound to me — ^thus able by uttering one word to 
dismiss all suitors, or to consign them to the tender mercies 
of a man whom you could then call from the ends of the earth 
— ^too happy to come, as I came to you at the masquerade — 
to give you protection. My name alone, when you choose to 
take it, and replace by it the name which you tell me, hang- 
ing your head (I cannot bear to have my love hang her 
head), it is no pleasure or pride for you to wear, would 
protect you." 

" Ah ! Harry, shall I ever wear your dear name ?" 

" If you will, Lady BeU ; and I venture to affirm that it will 
shelter you as the name of the husband of your own free choice. 
In the mean time I shall be doing my best to make my name 
honourable for you. But ah. Bell, grant me my reward now, 
during the few short hours which we are yet to spend 
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together — while it is in your power to g^rant it, since it is 
doubtful whether I shall ever return to daim it." 

" Come back quick, Harry, and you may blame me as you 
will, I shall be too happy to be blamed by you, and to do 
whatever you desire," promised Lady Bell. 

" Heaven forgive my conceit, it was my very wonder and 
delight, which caused me to find fault or fret at every small 
mote in my sun. But I shall not contradict or plague you 
more, very likely you will soon have seen the last of a 
lumpish, captious feUow, whose greatest merit that I can see 
is, that he no sooner knew you than he cast his quips and 
cranks, as a misanthropic sailor, to the winds, and loved you 
with his whole heart and soul." 

** Oh, heavens ! seen the last, oontradict— plague ! Harry, 
while you profess to love me^ how can you speak 00 un- 
kind?" 



CHAPTER XL. 

nLnroTov ohuboh xaslt oite icasoh icobjninq. 

TTAERY PANE was convinced of all that he had said — ^to 
"^ the extremity of the situation which appeared to justify 
a yiolent alternative as the onlj refuge iroia their trouble. 
Naturally he succeeded in persuading Lady Bell, while he 
was not even gmlty of deliberately playing upon her feelings. 
He was tortured with having the cup snatched from his lips — 
with doubt and dread, and he groaned out his torture audibly, 
untU Lady Bell was brought to enter but a faltering fiitile 
objection to his desperate project. 

** How can we get married so soon, nobody knowing, your 
cousin away, and not a preparation made?" 

Nothing more easy, as the records of the generation showed, 
and as Lady Bell's o'^ recollection might have told her. 

Even when a public marriage would be attended with 
difficulties, a private marriage could be resorted to, and had 
been resorted to, more than once already by officers hastily 
bound for America. These private marriages were, according 
to convenience, announced shortly after the event, or allowed 
gradually to filter out in suspicious rumours, till the secret 
was no secret, by the time it was finally disclosed. 

Certainly Lady Bab Yelverton, the only child of the Earl 
of Suffolk, whose runaway match had been much talked of 
this season, had brought private marriages somewhat into 
disgrace. 
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But then Lady Bab, by the way a mere chit of a girl, two 
years younger than Lady Bell, had defied parental authority 
in the most daring and glaring manner ; Lady Bab had gone off 
from her father and mother's house with Lieutenant Gould, just 
returned from being wounded in America, to be worse wounded 
by Cupid or Plutus at home. Lord Suffolk had threatened his 
daughter with his curse, and the cutting her off with a shilling. 

Lady Bab's gross filial undutifulness was regarded as even 
more reprehensible than the Duchess of Leinster's disregard 
for maternal obligations. The duchess, who was the widowed 
mother of seventeen children, as well as ** the proudest, most 
expensive woman in town," had thought fit to marry her 
eldest son's tutor. 

But Lady Bell had no father to curse her, and cut her off 
with a shilling, and in place of seventeen chicks did not 
possess one whose interest could be affected by the acquisition 
of a stepfather. If Lady Bell chose to be very imprudent, 
she was still at Uberty to please herself. There was only her 
friend, Mrs. Sundon, whom Lady Bell was boimd to consult, 
and, fortunately or unfortunately, Mrs. Sundon was too far 
away in the emergency to be consulted in time. 

Captain Fane was his own master, save when he was with 
his squadron. He had fewer surviving relatives than Lady 
Bell owned. 

Why then should there be any privacy thought of in the 
matter? 

Because, although there were no near relations, there were 
many friends, if there was no fortune on either side to be 
thrown away, there were sufficient prospects to be sacrificed, 
and penalties to be incurred. Lady Bell had been so much 
the rage, been believed to have the refusing of such excellent 
offers, that a host of influential people, if they knew the 
reckless step which she proposed to take, would rush in — ^all 
the faster, that it was no particular business of theirs — ^to try 
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if they oould not preyent the shocking disaster of an attractiye 
young woman of rank committing an unequal loye mar- 
riage. 

Eyen the Sundons, who had looked on and promoted the 
intimacy between the pair, would, as Captain Fane foresaw, 
take blame to themselyes when it was too late to oppose the 
grand conclusion of the intimacy. 

Lady Bell for herself, and Captain Pane for her, had a 
natural dislike to the exclamations, the expostulations, and 
the nine days* wonder which they must proyoke. 

Lady Bell would haye to sustain the scorn, to support 
much that was pain^ in her new position, all alone, as if she 
were still a widow, should she marry Captain Fane publicly, 
and should he join his ship immediately and sail on a long 
yoyage with sea-fights in the distance. 

On the other hand, Lady Bell and Captain Fane might 
marry as many of their compeers married, secretly, keep their 
own oounsel, and none be any the wiser, till the gentleman 
returned to make known the marriage and claim his wife. 

No doubt that was the line of argument followed and found 
satisfactory long ago by men, and women, honourable other- 
wise, who allowed themselyes to become inyolyedv in the 
compromises, the concealments, the double dealings, and the 
acted Hes of priyate marriages, for which the principals were 
not condemned by their contemporaries. 

In justice alike to our progenitors and to ourselyes, we 
craye leaye to remember, that just as our grandfathers and 
grandmothers managed to combine in their portly and stately 
persons, along with a foreground of magnificence and ele- 
gance, a background of slipshodness and sluttishness, so, 
eyen where their yirtues were admirable, still their manly 
morals were laxer, and their womanly manners less delicate, 
than the morals and manners of the present generation. 

There wa« one obstacle to a priyate marriage in Lady BeLl's 
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case, which nearly oompelletl the couple to brave public 
clamour and indignation. Jjady Bell was a minor. • Captain 
Fane, in despair at this difficulty, hurried like a madman, 
braving all imputations, to the most notorious gaming-houses 
in town where Squire Qtwiwin's whereabouts might be dis- 
covered. 

The gallant Captain proposed, failing every other resource, 
to make a forlorn appeal to Lady Bell*s nearest relations. 

The gentleman was luckier than he deserved, he stumbled 
on the very man he sought, who was in London unknown to 
Lady BeU, and unencoimtered by her. 

Captain Fane and Squire Qt>dwin had an interview, during 
which the former succeeded in coming to an arrangement 
with the latter, but by what representation and inducement, 
by what descent to lower depths on the part of the ruined 
gentleman, and by what ill-bestowal of a portion of Harry 
Fane's last prize-money, never transpired. The transaction 
was not likely to be reported by Mr. Godwin, neither was it 
one on which Harry Fane would care to look back. 

Captain Fane, however, took the precaution of introducing 
Squire Godwin for a fe^ moments to the Sundons' house in 
Cleveland Court. 

Lady Bell met her trnde for the first time since her mar- 
riage to Squire Trevor. She could not help regarding Squire 
Godwin as a bird of evil-omen. His appearance on the scene, 
like a malignant spectre at the critical juncture, was a shock 
to Lady Bell, and smote her, while it lasted, with blank con- 
fusion and consternation. 

But Mr. Gt>dwin's stay was short, since the master of 
t^e house was kept in the dark as to the origin of a visit 
which he did not relish, and for bringing about which he did 
not thank Captain Fane. 

Sir Peter was ready to shake himself up and put a stop to 
the intrusion, while he prevented any attempt which it might 
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imply of the resumptioii of aHthority by Squire Godwin 
over his niece, L€idy Bell Trevor, Sir Peter's honoured 
guest. 

Mr. Oodwin did not wait to be dismissed, he took his leave, 
giving Lady Bell, in her agitation, a dim impression that 
while his air was as distinguished as ever, in the studied 
carelessness— of which the study was so perfect, that it became 
invisible — and his dress as irreproachable, every line in his 
handsome person was drawn more deeply and sharply. Crows' 
toes and furrows had multiplied incalculably, till the wrinkles 
of premature old a^ were shrivelling and wizening his face. 
The once noble field was all covered over with cramped, con- 
tracted, ugly hand-writing. 

Lady Bell could not so much as rally breath and courage 
to inquire for her Aunt Die. She was so simple and ignorant, 
that she did not even guess what had brought her lover into 
strange contact and alliance with Sqtdre Godwin, or how the 
latter came by the knowledge, the merest whisper of which 
was sufficient to cause her to leap from her chair, for Mr. 
Godwin contrived in his brief greetings to say one or two 
pertinent words aside to her. 

The Squire addressed Lady Bell Trevor with a little more 
consideration than he had been wont to bestow on Lady Bell 
Etheredge, but there remained the echo of the old contempt 
in the tone of his speech. 

" So you think to contract a second marriage, madam ; 
well, matrimony is honourable, though I have not tried it on 
my own acooimt. I am sorry that I cannot say much for the 
wisdom of the step in this instance, but I do not presume to 
advise, far less to interfere. It says much for the happiness 
of the last knot (eh ! my Lady Bell ?) that you are so keen 
to tie another." 

The one difficulty overcome, the remainder of the scheme 
was even exceptionally practicable, and circumstances like 
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cards played themselvee, as it were, in Captain Fane's and 
Lady Bell's hand. 

A letter arrived from Lady Sundon to inform Sir Peter in 
particular and ** aU friends who were interested^" that her 
boy was in a fair way of reooyeiy, but still called for not lees 
than a month's nursing fr^m her and Lyddy. 

In the delay, Sir Peter, who was miserable, left in town 
with only Nancy of aU his family, and who had got all that 
he could expect from the opinion of the medical men, resolved 
to break up his establishment in London for the season, return 
to Sundon Ghreen, and await his wife there. 

Thus the best pretext was afforded gratis to Lady Bell for 
sincerely assuring Sir Peter, with grateful mention of his hos- 
pitality, that he need not have any hesitation on her account. 
Her visit had already extended beyond its proposed limits. 
Mrs. Sundon was anxious for Lady Bell's return. Lady Bell 
herself was beginning to long to be out of the racket which 
had made a fine change, but which she did not affect for a 
continuance, and to be at home again and settled down quietly 
at Summerhill. 

But first Lady Bell had to spend a few days at the village 
of Islington, with her old nurse at Lady Lucie Penruddock's. 

The nurse's accommodation was so scanty, that Lady Bell 
could not take her maid. Lady Bell would come back to 
Cleveland Court to fetch the servant, when Sir Peter 
kindly arranged to send his old coachman to be their escort 
to Lumley, before the Sundons themselves went into the 
country. 

Nothing could be more proper and obliging. In the mean 
time, Captain Fane had taken leave of his friends in town, 
and started for Portsmouth, but he journeyed by a roimd- 
about road, and halted on the way. 

Lady Bell did think that fate had been against her, when 
she was constrained to accomplish a second marriage, shorn 

13* 
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like the first of all state and splendour. But tliere was no 
help for it. 

In the parish church of Islington, attended by her nurse, 
and given away by a friend of the nurse's, with the clerk and 
the pew-opener to serve as additional witnesses, early one 
stormy March morning, Lady BeU was lawfully married to 
Harry Faao. 



CHAPTER XU. 

BACK AT ST71C1CBBHILL. 

TT was like a dream to Lady Bell aa she travelled baok to 

SummerliilL 

There passed in review before her, like the shifting scenes 
of a dream, her London season and its triumphs, the love 
which had taken her by storm in the middle of the world's 
vanities, the declaration of love after the play, the announce- 
ment on the Mall of the arrival of Hany Fane's sailing orders, 
the visit to Islington, the hasty private marriage, and at last 
the wrench with which the bridegroom had torn himself from 
his bride. 

Could it all have happened to Lady Bell, and was she 
really a new creature, belonging to another, and bearing 
another name — ^his precious name, if the truth were known ? 

Or had she only awakened from a dream ? The dream 
might have passed with the bleakness and storms, which 
were over and gone, while in their place had come the March 
of daffodils and bluebells ready to welcome her back to 
Summerhill. 

Ah ! no. Lady Bell was a new creature. Her heart was 
at the sea. These land charms had become stale, flat, and 
unprofitable to her, since he was not there to share them. 
She would give them all willingly for a taste of the breeze, 
salt on her lips. Her eyes filled with tears, '4dle tears," at 
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the sight of a flock of curlews hoyering over a waste and 
recalling to her sea-gulls skimming the waves. Her whole 
being seemed dissolring in yearning and longing for her 
lover and husband. Existence would not be worth having 
till he was restored to her. 

But, in the first place, how was Lady Bell to present her- 
self to her dear Mrs. Sundon ? — ^how account for the transfor- 
mation in her, to those penetrating eyes, and that wise, 
experienced heart, unless by confiding the truth to Mrs. 
Sundon ? And, in that case, how was she to obtain forgive- 
ness for the march which she had stolen on her friend ? 

Captain Fane had left Lady Bell free to take what friends 
she chose into the secret. It was on her account, rather than 
on his, that a secret had been made. 

Lady Bell had no thought but of telling the story to 
** Sunny " some time — ^long before Captain Fane's return. 

But there was no question that the telling would call for 
an effort on Lady Bell's part, tell when she might. There 
would be more than a breach of confidence to receive foi^ve- 
ness-^more, even, than the assertion of Lady Bell's inde- 
pendence — ^there would be her subjugation to the powerful 
influence of another, which had superseded Mrs. Sundon's 
influence. 

The deed was done, yet Lady Bell felt more unequal than 
ever to the sensation that she would create ; the remonstrances, 
useless though they must be, which she would raise, the 
reflections that might be cast on another, the offence that 
might be taken by a friend to whom she had not ceased to 
be warmly attached. In fact, instead of loving her neigh- 
bour less, because of the one great central hiiman love, she 
seemed to grow specially tender to the wrongs and smarts of 
every hiiman creature, all for one mortal man's dear sake. 

Withal, the bashfrdness of the acknowledged bride was 
quadrupled in the tmacknowledged bride. True, Lady Bell 
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had been married before, but that marriage had been alto- 
gether different — such a miserable travesty and poor mockery, 
that Lady Bell actually cried over the remembrance of her 
old self, and the dead Squire, for what they had defrauded 
each other of, and been defrauded of, many a time, during 
the first weeks of her marriage to Hany Fane. 

It felt 80 strange to see Summerhill again. 

There was the dainty, slightly fantastic women's house and 
grounds exactly as she had left them, but surely with a 
failure in their qualities which she had not distinguished 
before. 

The place presented the same want of shade and substance 
which Queen Elizabeth had specially requested might be 
made in her picture. And the traits of life at Summerhill 
had corresponded with Queen Elizabeth's idea that she and 
her maids should eat in private of the lightest and most 
refined viands, while the ladies left all that was solid and 
strong to the grosser appetites and needs of the gentlemen. 

Everything at Summerhill was fresh and feminine to a 
degree ; but there was a suspicion of flimsiness and make- 
believe in the very delicacy and over abundance of knick- 
knacks, where two young wome^ had kept house together, 
and sworn unalterable first friendship, presimiing to turn the 
course of nature, like these sister figures away among the 
Welsh mountains. 

To recognise Summerhill the same as she had left it, and 
yet to look on it with different eyes, knowing all the time 
that the difference lay in her own eyes, was a sing^ar half- 
remorseful experience to Lady Bell. She was almost glad 
that Mrs. Sundon did not hear the carriage-wheels and run 
out to meet her. There was only Oaro in her nurse's arms 
at the door. It was a positive relief to see that Oaro, quite 
in the course of nature, had grown by the addition of a few 
more months to her short lease of life, until there was some 
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risk of lier not knowing Caro, in addition to the apprehended 
risk of Caro's not knowing Lady Bell. There was comfort in 
finding that anybody, even Caro, had undergone a change, 
because of the tremendous change in Lady Bell, of which 
she was tremblingly conscious. She should be thankful 
when the meeting with her friend was oyer. 

Lady Bell hurried, stumbling in her habit, into the bright 
little parlour — blindingly bright, and at the same time empty 
it looked, though it had the fine presence of Mrs. Sundon 
advancing to its threshold. 

There were two little cries of "Bell," ** Sunny," which 
had a rush of old familiar afiPection in their tones that meant 
kisses — ^perfectly hearty and sincere in their fondness, and a 
little laughter, with twinkled-away tears. 

These tears seemed natural enough when Lady Bell was 
weary after an exciting journey, and Mrs. Sundon might be 
wearier still with waiting, and with staying all alone, having 
had no cheerful young friend at hand to dissipate grievous 
memories. 

It seemed to Lady Bell as if a doud of anticipated awk- 
wardness and indefinable constraint and distress had biirst 
and vanished, as such clouds will sometimes vanish at the 
moment of contact. She had foimd again her indidgent, 
magnanimous Mrs. Sundon, on whose favour and generosity 
Lady BeU could throw herself confidently—only she would 
spare both her friend and herself in the first hours of their 
meeting. 

When Lady Bell had composed herself to scrutinize and 
draw conclusions, it struck her with quick pain that Sunny 
was looking ill. 

Mrs. Sundon wore an exceedingly simple muslin dress, 
with the tight sleeves ending in frills at the wrist, and falling 
ovQr the hands, the neckerchief being surmounted with the 
SBjne wide plaited frills, out of which rose the fair pillar of 
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ihe throaty like the neck of a white heifer out of a gar- 
land. 

But Lady Bell had never seen the grand womanly propor- 
tions brought nearer to the spareness of attenuation, while 
the face was almost wan in its colourlessness. 

Clearly Mrs. Simdon had not been flourishing on keeping 
house alone; she had been wont to treat ''nerves" and 
"vapours " — ^regarded as bodily complaints, with lofky derision 
and condemnation ; yet her own nerves were unstrung, for she 
continued, though she did not allow it in words, to be agitated 
by Lady Bell's arrival. There was a stir and quiver of Mrs. 
Sundon's features as of a rock which had been disturbed and 
shaken, and could not at once regain its entire balance and 
firm quietude. 

Lady Bell could not account for the involuntary distyrb- 
ance and the striving in vain to overcome it, in her friend's 
expressive face, and in her cold passive hand, which shook 
sensibly in Lady BeU's feverish clasp, imless it were that 
Mrs. Suudon's health had become impaired. 

If that were so, there must be laid to Lady Bell's charge, 
among other acts of wilfulness and indiscretion, an ungp*a- 
cious oversight — ^the friend who had been so good to Lady 
Bell had pined in her absence, and had been left to pine. 

Or was it simply the disturbance in Lady Bell's own 
flushed face, the thrilling of her own pidses, which her 
morbid fancy and guilty conscience transferred to her poor 
abused friend ? " 

No ; here was an absent-minded, distrait woman, who had 
to assume an interest which she did not feel, in narratives 
that ought to have been, from her old familiarity with the 
scene, and her sisterly regard for the heroine, stimulating 
and engrossing in their effect upon the listener. 

Lady Bell was conscious of this while she sat chattering 
incessantly of all hor different adventures, at the auctions and 
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the routs, and was not once pulled up and brought to book 
by such Bearching cross-examination as the judge, j^^^r ^^^ 
counsel for the prosecution combined in the old Sunny, would 
have known well how to conduct. 

Even When Lady BeU forced her tripping tongue to speak 
Captain Fane's name, while her eyes fell convicted, until 
their lashes rested on her cheeks dyed with burning blushes, 
she might have spared herself the trepidation and terror of 
instant discovery. Sunny's mind was wool-gathering, and 
she did not recall her scattered faculties to make a single 
observation. 

Lady Bell would have begun to have a revulsion of feeling, 
and, from being chilled, would have been mortified had she 
not been alarmed. 

As the day wore on, however. Lady Bell talked and talked 
her friend out of her stupor, and procured a measure of 
response in home news. These were but vapid concerns now 
to Lady Bell, but she was not going to betray her conviction 
of their vapidness. 

Caro had cut ever so many teeth. The stubble chickens 
were ready for killing. The Spanish jasmine had survived the 
winter. The mayor and the good people of Lumley and 
Nutfield were all well, and, — oh yes. Master Charles had got 
his colours, and was going up to town to practise drill with 
the awkward squad in the reserve of his regiment, before he 
joined the main body somewhere in the colonies — ^Mrs. Sun- 
don had forgotten exactly where. No, she could not say that 
she was vastly sorry for Miss Kingscote, as the young fellow 
was fulfilling his calling, and going where duty and the pro- 
spect of promotion, whether it were by life or death, called him. 

The last words, in Aniawer to Lady Bell's sympathetic in- 
quiry, were spoken so shortly as to remind Lady Bell that 
there was a worse end than that of death in Mrs. Sundon'a 
experience. 



CHAPTER XML 

aSOBETS AT 8XJH1CEBHILL. 

A T last the day came to an end. 

Caro, with eveiy other likely interruption, was disposed 
of. Evening, with its atmosphere of peace and trust in such 
a home, descended on the jarring of cross purposes and the 
tenacity of individual cares. 

The two young women, sitting at each side of their hearth, 
where the crackling leaping wood fire was acceptable, ap- 
peared to be under a strong necessiiy of growing confi- 
dential. 

Lady Bell would open the ball. Before putting in a peti- 
tion for those at sea in her prayers for the night she would 
make her confession. After a conscious pause she said sud- 
denly — 

** Sunny, I know you do not approve of secrets." 

Mrs. Sundon started. 

** When did I say there must be no secrets ?'* she asked 
sharply. ** I should think there have been plenty of secrets 
where you and I were concerned, with regard to which the 
one has not interfered with the other." 

Lady Bell was taken aback by the tone ; but she was full 
of her own intended recital, which was so happy in its 
essence. 

''Yes/' she answered sofbly ; ''but these were old secrets 
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before we knew each other, or before we were Mends. Later, 
Sunny, you said there should be no secrets." 

'' I must have been an idiot to say so ! " exclaimed Mrs. 
Sundon, still speaking abruptly, and with asperity. " Who 
can tell what a day or an hour may bring forth ? In place 
of believing that there cannot be freedom of intercourse 
where secrets are suffered to exist, I believe that there can- 
not be real freedom where there must not be secrets. I say 
this, Lady Bell," proceeded Mrs. Sundon more calmly, "that 
you may not be misled into telling me your secrets under the 
delusive impression that I shaU. return the compliment by 
telling you mine." 

*' I am not a child, to think of giving and taking secrets in 
that fashion," protested Lady BeU, feeling herself repulsed, 
and with her affection and dignity alike wounded. " I can 
keep my secrets — sure I would not force them on anybody," 
she said, with her heart swelling under conflicting emotions. 
Lady Bell had a great longing to disburden herself to her 
friend, and be, as she fuUy believed, not blamed only, but 
made much of, cried over, wished joy over (as only an old 
servant had wished Lady Bell joy). 

But she had also an importunate sense that the seo^t 
which Mrs. Sundon despised was not Lady Bell's alone, but 
his, who was worthy of aU. respeot, because if their hastily 
contracted marriage was a foUy which he had committed, it 
was the first folly in him that she had heard of, and it had 
been committed for love of her. 

She remembered that she had never made the faintest 
appeal to his sympathy in vain. 

"At least, sleep on your secrets, BeU, dear. That will be 
the wisest plan," said Mrs. Sundon, yawning. "I have been 
keeping early hours since you went, and I am certain that 
you have need of rest." 

Mrs. Sundon lit the bed-chamber candle with her own 
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hand, and offered it and a kiss to Ladj Bell, both of wHoh 
she took coldly. 

If Lady Bell was not a child to barter secrets, neither was 
she a child to be coaxed out of just surprise and indignation, 
and sent to bed as the fitting finale. 

Mrs. Sundon's behaviour might arise from overmuch caution 
and scrupulous integrity ; but it could hardly spring from an 
excess of friendship. Evidently she did not wish to receive 
the information which Lady BeU was so willing to bestow, 
either because she was doubtful of its nature, and might not 
know how to deal with it, or because she was not disposed to 
reciprocate it. 

For the first time in the course of their friendship Lady 
BeU had reason to call Mrs. Simdon a little cold-hearted and 
hard. Accordingly, Lady Bell retreated to her room, holding 
up her head, and stepping out in dudgeon — ^the height of 
which certainly helped to qualify her disappointment, then 
went to bed and fell fast asleep, to dream brightly of Harry 
Pane. 

Lady BeU awoke in the middle of the night and the dark- 
ness, to a half-sleepy perception of people moving about in the 
house, of doors opened and shut, of whispers in which a man's 
voice, though subdued, was stUl distinctly audible and con- 
spicuous in a household of women (for the SummerhiU man- 
servant slept in a loft outside). It was this voice which had 
mingled with and helped to shape Lady BeU's dreams. As 
Lady BeU became more widely awake she beg^ to marvel 
and grow alarmed. 

Why was not aU the house at rest at the dead of night ? 
Who was this man that was speaking to somebody in the 
room below, shuffling along the passage, and tampering with 
the bolts of the front door ? 

These were the days of daring robberies and brutal 
burglaries— on the highways, in shops, in private houses, 
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especially in suburban houses, slightly guarded like Summer- 
hill. 

The absence of heavy plunder did not avail. A serrant 
girl, answering a knock at a door on a chain, had been 
dragged half way through the opening that her pocket mi^ht 
be cut away. A tradesman had been knocked down and left 
insensible, that the silver buckles might be taken from his 
shoes. 

No dread of punishment deterred burglars from their prey. 
Every justice-court and assize, every cross-road and square 
before the county-town gaols abounded with the grisly fr-uit 
of such punishment, to no purpose so far as the putting down 
of crime was concerned. Some other means must be found 
before safety and peace took the place of insecurity and 
violence. 

The news-prints of the next week might contain the account 
of the breaking into of ** Siunmerhill, by Lumley," the resi- 
dence of two ladies of distinction, a child, and their female 
servants, with whom the mistresses were rash enough to 
lodge alone. 

The gang of lawless wretches who would commit such a 
crime, might not have contented themselves with ransacking 
the house and making themselves masters of whatever money 
and articles of value it contained, which they could carry away, 
but in order to render their escape more secure, and to delay 
pursuit, might have murdered in their beds the poor women 
whom the ''monsters '' could not gag into helplessness. 

The news-prints would contain the particulars, which* 
would be studied by many readers with much the same 
attraction of horror which belongs in quieter times to the 
sensational romance, deepened in this case by the impres- 
sive knowledge that not only the story was true, but that it 
might be the personal experience of any one of the readers 
before his or her life were ended. There might be a little 
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special luxury of public indignation and pity, wMcli in 
modem speech would be branded as snobbish, connected 
with the facts. These two murdered gentlewomen would not 
only be young, of great personal attractions, estimable in 
their way, with a peculiar interest attached to them from 
having retired from the great world of which they had been 
the ornaments to lead lives of simplicity, self-improvement, 
beneficence, and the enjoyment of each other's congenial 
society, but in addition to eveiy other cause of canonisation, the 
victims would be women of high quality, one of them' bearing 
an ancient and honourable title. 

Here and there a reader would recognise the names as those 
of familiar friends, and be startled and shocked for half a day 
or half an hour.- 

One reader many months thence might be struck to the 
heart, more effectually than by shot or shell. 

But nobody, not even Captain Fane, would regard the 
revolting calamity as very wonderf^ or unprecedented in its 
occurrence. 

These reflections, which have taken some time to write, 
flashed in a second across Lady Bell's mind, and curdled her 
warm blood. She lay trembling and listening for a few 
seconds longer, and then she sprang from her bed with an 
instinctive determination that she would not lie still and be 
murdered there ; she would do something to save her life, for 
herself and her dear husband, far away, and unaware of her 
danger. 

It might not be too late to rouse the house and scare the 
villains. Lady Bell felt about for her mantle, thrust her feet 
into slippers, slid open her door. 

A stream of light fell across the lobby from a candle flaring 
on the flrst landing-place. 

The thieves must be going about their work deliberately, 
but at least the illumination would serve to show Lady Bell 
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her foes, and would give her courage to fly to Mrs. Sundon's 
room, which was at the end of the corridor. 

What if Lady Bell found the door fastened ? 

The apprehension caused her to call out in trying the 
handle, ** Let me in, Sunny, something is wrong ; for Gkwl's 
sake let me in." 

The handle turned, and Lady Bell, by her own impetuosity 
nearly falling headlong into the room, found it empty, and its 
bed empty. 

Had Sunny been awakened first? Had she g^nedown and 
met her fate ? The idea was enough to convulse Lady Bell 
with fresh horror, if it had not been that, simultaneously with 
this flight of her imagination, her senses conyeyed to her the 
distinct impression that there were no marks of disturbance, 
on the part of the late occupant, in the room itself. A rush- 
light remained burning quietly ; no clothes were pulled down 
at random and tossed about. There was not even a trace of 
the clothes which had been lately worn by Mrs. Sundon lying 
neatly folded and in their proper place. 

It dawned upon Lady Bell that Mrs. Sundon had not un- 
dressed, and another instant's inspection added the evidence 
that the bed had not been slept in. 

Lady Bell rubbed her eyes, bent her head, and listened. 
The clock in the parlour was at that moment striking two 
o'clock. 

Lady Bell had not been wrong with reg^ard to the hour, 
that it was the middle of the night, though she dismissed 
with thankfulness the one overwhelming fear of robbers. 

But what was this watching for? WTiy had Sunny re- 
nounced her pointedly -mentioned habit of keeping early 
hours ? Why was she not abed when she seemed courting 
sleep? Had she fallen asleep over a book, or taken a 
'* turn," and fallen ill instead ? 

Lady Bell looked curiously over the banisters in time to 
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see the house door, which must have been ajar, pushed 
gently open, and Mrs. Sundon, with a shawl round her 
shoulders, a handkerchief tied over her head, and such a 
dark lantern as a conspirator might have carried in his hand, 
come in from the darkness and the night dews. 

At a slight movement — the creaking of a board — ^Mrs. 
Sundon looked up and caught sight of a blooming face, 
recovered from its brief blanching, rosy with sleep, the eyes 
yet winking away the appalling visions which they had con- 
jured up. The whole was set in a night-cap which seemed 
to reverse the usual arrangements of night-caps, for it was 
dose under the round little chin, and had an aperture 
gathered together by an imposing bow and ends of muslin on 
the very top of the head. 

Mrs. Simdon closed the slide of the lantern with a dink, 
reducing the lower lobby to darkness, and leaving Lady Bell 
in the character of '* Peeping Tom," nowhere. 

Mrs. Sundon came with unhesitating steps up-stairs, and 
taking the first word of scolding, accosted Lady Bell im- 
patiently, scornfully, and ang^y, 

''What on earth are you doing here at this hour, Bell? 
Do you mean to rouse the house ? Do you wish to catch your 
death of cold?" 

"And what are you doing there. Sunny?" retorted Lady 
Bell. ** Are you in the custom of keeping lights burning, and 
not going to bed, but taking walks in the middle of the night ? " 

'* I knew I could not sleep," explained Mrs. Sundon curtly 
and haughtily. ** Somebody had told me that the nightingale 
was heard already, and that there* were glow-worms to be 
seen in the lane just opposite our gate. I wished to try the 
truth of the story. I thought a mouthful of fresh air might 
compose me before I lay down. Where was the harm or the 
marvel ? Back with you to bed, Bell, and don't stand shiver- 
ing there." 
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Where was the liami and the marrel, indeed, except tliat 
nightihgales don't ordinarily sing in March, or glow-worms 
keep delicate young women from their beds, and except in 
the change that had come over Sunny, which incfaided in it 
all sorts of misgiTings and anxieties. 



CHAPTER XTiTn. 



UBS. suirDoir's kews. 



A SECOND re&eshing sleep, and the broad bright March 
'^ morning light were potent as ever in dispelling Lady 
Bell's doubts and fears of the previous night. 

When she went down to breakfast and found Mrs. Sundon, 
though looking somewhat worn in the clear searching sun- 
shine, calmly open and kind as ever, Lady Bell was fain 
to tell herself that she had been morbid and faucifid, 
and that there could have been* nothing in her ftiend's 
manner and actions on the previous night to bewilder and 
alarm her. 

As a culmination to eveiy other morning cheer, Lady Bell 
had acquired a secret well-spring of happiness. Had she not 
Harry Fane ? Was she not his ? They might be parted for 
a longer time than she cared to reckon, but that did not 
comul facts. 8he had always him to think of ; she was free, 
if ever woman were free, to think of this man, and to cherish 
his image, till he was restored to her. 

And the thinking of Harry Fane, with the full right and 
title to do so, even as he might be thinking of Lady Bell on 
the deck of his frigate, out at sea, was still so new a privi- 
lege, so unimpaired by the sickness of hope deferred, the 
sense of the aching void of a mere phantom, that it was very 

sweet to Lady BelL 
14 
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SliG strolled out into the grounds of Summerliill, to indulge 
in the privilege more at her ease, and with less danger of the 
thread of her reverie being broken. 

Mingling pleasantly with the reverie, and fitting into it, 
without any conscious will of hers, was the notice which she 
gave, with a dreamy smile, to every bud and plant of her old 
sphere of operations in the walks, the wilderness, and the 
floral knots. 

She had not forgotten one of them, she was not unfaithful 
to them, but they were achievements of a past age, and of 
another world. 

What a child she had been, to be sure, when she was so 
taken up with these trifles ! As if she were not a child yet, 
in her hopefulness, her fearlessness, especiaUy when a happy 
thought entered into her meditative, ingenious brain, and 
she clasped hands with herself on the idea. 

She would, with these busy little hands, trace out, by a 
living, growing outline of fragrant herbs — ^thyme, mint, basil 
— ^the figure of a ship, the Thunderhomb; none but she would 
touch it, or, for that matter, understand its significance. 
Her hands would shape it, preserve it in shape, and keep it 
free from weeds, until he came back at last to take her to 
himself, when she would bring him here to this sequestered 
comer, and clasping his arm, show him her version of the 
Thunderhomb, 

She would set about it this very moment, as the first 
beg^ixming of the glad ending. Thus, though she was not 
provided with her garden gloves, apron, or basket, she 
would not wait till she had fetched them, but started ener- 
getically to coUect her materials. 

*' Are you attempting something already. Bell, in this out- 
of-the-way comer?'* asked Mrs. Sundon's full voice at Lady 
Bell's back. 

" I am going to plan out the figure of a ship. Sunny," said 
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Lady Bell, stopping short and taming round, panting and 
glowing from her exertions. 

Surely the moment of explanation had come, for the next 
question, which Lady Bell alike wished and dreaded, must 
be, " Why a ship, my water-nymph?" 

But the question was not put ; instead of putting it, Mrs. 
Sundon laid her hand heavily on Lady Bell's shoulder, and 
said with a sigh, ** I am sorry to interrupt you, my dear, 
when you are so agreeably occupied, but there is something 
which I should like to say to you." 

Lady Bell droppea the herbs which she had been carrying 
surreptitiously in her lap, shook herself free from the particles 
of earth that she had contracted, stood upright, and prepared 
resignedly to stroll with Suf ny and hear what she had to 
say, in place of Lady Bell telling her own, dear, delightful, if 
naughty, story. 

"Bell," continued Mrs. Sundon, with a perceptible effort, 
'* I said last night that there must be secrets between even 
the best friends. I have been thinking oyer the matter since, 
and there is one thing which I cannot bring myself to keep 
trom you. When have you last heard of your imcle, Mr. 
Ck>dwin of St. Bevis's?" 

Lady Bell stood still, staring. Was the secret — her secret 
— ^finding its way out after all, but in a roundabout, annoying 
fashion, of which she did not approve ? 

" I saw Squire Godwin when I was in town, just before — ^" 
she broke off, changing colour, to ask quickly, *' Have you 
heard from him ? Has he been here ? " 

''No, child; what should bring him here?" replied Mrs. 
Simdon with a shiver ; then she demanded peremptorily, 
with a little choking catch of her breath, " Tell me precisely. 
Bell, for pity's sake, when you saw your uncle last?" 

" It was two nights before I went to visit my old nurse at 
Islington," replied Lady Bell wondering, but released from 
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much perBonal interest in the subject ; "I was four days at 
Islington, one additional day in London, and two more in 
ooming down here ; I dedare it seems a long time in looking 
back, so much may happen in ten days. But it is not above 
ten days, by the sun, since I said good day to Mr< Godwin in 
Cleveland Court." 

''Not more! it is too long as it is,'' muttered Mrs. Sundon, 
pressing her lips together ; "of course, an old story ; I was 
gone wild to fancy for a second that the meeting could have 
been later. Bell," Mrs. Sundon went on quickly, in answer 
to the speculation in Lady Bell's eyes, '' it is painful for me 
*to tell you the bad news which I know for a certainty ; your 
uncle came by his death in a scuffle in a gambling-house in 
St. James's, within the last six days." 

Lady Bell was rooted to the spot. "What an end ! " she 
said with a gasp. "He was not good to me," she admitted 
plaintively, mourning for the want of the power of mourning, 
" but he did me a kindness on that last occasion, poor Uncle 
Godwin!" 

" Yes, Bell, be sorry for him if you can ; it is a miserable 
faie. But Squire Godwin was spared a greater misery," 
cried Mrs. Simdon, in a voice shrill with anguish, "he might 
have been the slayer and not the slain, as another is, and 
that is Gregory Sundon, my husband, by whose rapier your 
uncle fell." 

The words had barely passed the shrinking lips, when 
Lady Bell was hanging on Mrs. Sundon's neck, lavishing on 
her teats and kisses. 

** We cotdd not help it, Sunny ; it can make no difference 
to us," said Lady BeU. 

" No difference ! Bell, B()li, it is iittle you know," moaned 
Mrs. Sundon. 

"What will become of Mrs. Die and Mrs. Kitty?" said 
Lady Bell, after a moment's sorrowful recollection. 



MRS. SUNDON'S NEWS. 317 

"They are provided for," answered Mrs. Snndon promptly, 
"you may rely on that. I believe even the heir of entail of 
what is left of the estates, will suffer them to stay on in the 
ruined shell of the house, which neither he nor any other 
man will rebuild." • 

** Ought I to go to them ?" asked Lady Bell timidly, strug- 
gHng with invincible repugnance. 

** I think not," Mrs. Sundon decided for her Mend ; '* you 
could do them no good, and they could do you none ; where 
woiild be the use. Bell ? But I am thinking of giving up my 
share of Simmierhill, shortly," she seized the opportunity to 
make an imsuspected announcement, speaking rapidly, while 
the meaning under her words was not plain, and her motives 
only partially expressed, sounded forced and inadequate. 

(Her trouble was too much for her, though she could keep 
it under to judge for a friend.) 

'' I shall be sorry to put you to inconvenience or cause you 
regret, just when you have come back, too," Mrs. Sundon 
told Lady Bell, "but I have not been well of late. The 
truth is, I doubt whether we are altogether right in burying 
ourselves. Caro's education M-ill soon need to be considered. 
In short, my dear Lady Bell, I have made up my mind to go 
up to town, and take lodgings there for a time." 

Once more Lady Bell was taken aback ; she had sustained 
a succession of surprises. 

She looked round her on the peaceful retreat where Captain 
Fane would picture her ; she even thought of her floral ship 
just planned, and the first slips of the edging set. 

Lady Bell was not certain that Mrs. Sundon was acting 
with all the candour and consideration which Lady BeU 
might have expected from her friend, in thus arriving at 
an apparently fixed condusion, without previous reference 
to and consultation with the joint householder at 8um« 
merhiU. 
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But the poor soul was in great grief througli lier wretched 
husband. 

What did it signify where Lady Bell lived while Harry 
Fane was absent? Nay, it was in town that she would 
soonest hear tidings from the seat of war of squadrons and 
frigates. 

It was in town that Lady Bell's aoquaintance with Harry 
Fane had had its rise, progress, and completion. 

In the sequel of such a story localities are apt to be viewed 
in one of two lights^— either places become unbearable as 
reminding the actor too vividly of lost joys, and are thence- 
forth shunned ; or the same places are invested with a new 
and peculiarly tender interest, and are clung to because of the 
very memories which this tree, or that turn of the road, is 
capable of arousing. 

In the last case the hope of restoration is paramount ; the 
strong sorrow of separation is both a youthful sorrow and a 
recent sorrow, and is not without an indescribable charm of 
its own. 

This was true of Lady Bell as she decided that she would 
like to go back to town. She would like above all things 
to be within hail of the Admiralty, and some of the admirals' 
wives, who were on her visiting list ; she woxdd even prize 
being in the vicinity of the Mall of St. James's, the play- 
houses, the exhibitions, and the Pantheon, with the power of 
going to them all again. 

Lady Bell heard Mrs. Sundon saying, half-eagerly, half- 
sorrowfully, "You may make the same arrangement with 
some other friends and go to them." 

"Why, Sunny, what are you thinking of?" cried Lady 
Bell excitedly, " are you tired of me? Do you want to get 
rid of me, and cast me adrift on the world?" 
**No, no. Bell," denied Mrs. Sundon faintly. 
" Axe you not aware that town and country are the same to 
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me ? for that matter, IVe grown so shockingly dissipated in 
one season that I think on the whole I shall prefer the town 
if you and Caro are there. Do you forget all we've been to 
each other ? or are you so unjust and imkind as to imagine 
that horrible accident which, if I may say so, only fills me 
with pity and endears you to me the more, can part us?" 

''I can only thank you, child," said Mrs. Sundon. 

'' I have no friend one hundredth part so near and dear to 
whom I oould go. Should I return to Miss Kingsoote, do 
you think?" suggested Lady Bell, her lively mind taking 
stock of all kinds of probabilities, ''when I could not abide 
the prospect without the solace of Master Charles's company? 
Yes, indeed, Sunny, I cotdd not have stood the dear, dull, 
rough, old soul alone before, and that when I had not an- 
other refuge or a crown in my pocket. If the war were over, 
indeed, and aU the brave men engaged in it were returned " 
— ^Lady Bell paused. In spite of the shock which she had 
'received, her eyes glittered with softest dew, her lips formed 
themselves into a smile of the gladdest anticipation, and for a 
third time the secret hung trembling on her lips. 

But again Mrs. Simdon interposed and closed anew the 
tender bars. She was gazing at the warm, rosy light in 
Lady Bell's face, contrasted as it was with the chill, grey 
shadow on her own. She looked as if she saw the contrast. 
Perhaps at the moment she could not bear to have the oppo- 
site fortunes of herself and her friend shown her in detail. 
Mrs. Sundon was not the woman, in the state of mind, to listen 
to a happy love tale. 

Lady Bell was young in heart, beside her friend, who was 
yoimg only in years. Lady Bell did not know many things 
and had forgotten others. It was not meet or seemly to 
bring her joy to be returned thanks for by her friend 
in mortal sorrow ; or that the wine of life bubbling up in the 
one full cup should be caused to overflow into that other cup 
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in wliich were rae and wormwood, and the dregs of Gh>d'8 
wrath, wrong out. 

Mrs. Snndon oonyerted into the merest fragmentary hint 
the narrative which Lady Bell had such a mind to tell, by 
interposing, catching np and making Mrs. 8undon*s own of 
its introductory sentences. 

** When the war is oyer, some fortunate man, who has met 
his fate and whose fate has met him, will wreath his sword 
in myrtle and take up house with my Bell," said Mrs. Sundon 
gently but unsteadily. " We shall leave the partictdars till 
he come to make them dear. Life is so full of uncertainties 
— ^no, I did not mean to firighten you, child. But if you care 
to stay with me still, and to put up with a poor, tried, broken 
woman, I promise you that I shall do the best I can for my 
dear BeU." 

'' I am pure certain you will, Bunny," answered Lady BeU 
affectionately, recovering the faster from the chagrin of hav- 
ing her confidence persistently rejected, because she was' 
already recollecting, and taking shame to herself for the 
inopportune moment which she had chosen for offering her 
confidence. 

Lady BeU shrank from asking Mrs. Sundon how she had 
learned the lamentable catastrophe ; whether from the jour- 
nals or a town letter, and from going into the details — with 
what had become of Mr. Sundon, whether he were in hiding 
or had succeeded in effecting his escape. Of this Lady BeU 
had no doubt, that the unhappy affair would be hushed up like 
other broils of a similar description. It oonoemed too many 
people of position for its exposure to be sanctioned. 



CHAPTER XLIV. 

nU>H TUB OOTTRTRT TO THX TOWK AOADT. 

TWENTS had so come about, that when Lady Bell 
walked oyer to Nutfield to mingle congratulationB and 
condolences with Miss Kingscote on Master Charles's haying 
joined the army, Lady Bell had also to tell of the contem- 
plated departure of herself and Mrs. Sundon. a crushing 
coincidence to Miss Kingscote. 

But Lady Bell was led to think that her going was a mer- 
ciful proyision, so far as concerned the keeping of her secret 
from a woman who could no more keep a secret than she 
could hold her tongue. 

Lady Bell sat again in the homely parlour where she had 
stitched the chair- coyers, and had sought to make the lag- 
ging hours pass more quickly by playing shoyel-board with 
Master Charles, or by benoyolently contributing her fbishing 
touches to his education, in teaching him the air of a song or 
the last cotillon step. That was in the days when she was 
poor old Squire Treyor's runaway wife. 

Now Lady Bell was a wife who gloried in her hidden 
title, a rich woman gloating oyer her secret hoards. But 
she tried to speak and look as before. She eyen stroye to 
put Miss Kingscote off any scent which, imperceptible to 
Mrs. Sundon, might yet hang about Lady Bell. 

Lady Bell was elaborately liyely and witty. She enter- 
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tained Miss Eliiigscote with all her adventures which 
public property. She was really sorry on Miss Kingscote's 
account that she, Lady Bell, had not been so obliging^ as to 
get into a fire or an earthquake when she was in town. 

For Miss Kingsoote loved the marvellous in her own or 
her friend's stories. 

There were twins who had lived a long lifetime apart, and 
had yet followed the well-known law of twins, by dying 
within the same hour. 

Somebody had known a party of resurrectionists who had 
been thinking of taking up a dead, and had found a living 
bodv. 

An honest woman had expired from no worse disease thaa 
a whitlow. 

A wild duck had been discovered sitting on a nest in an 
oak-tree. 

People had seen a perfect rainbow at nine o'clock at night. 

After these lusus natura Miss Kingscote was best pleased 
with pretty stories. 

His Majesiy had graciously interposed his august arms, to 
prevent the fall of a t9ttering old woman, who was presenting 
a petition in favour of her grandson, a hardened, dashing 
young highwayman, taken in the act, and lying under 
sentence of death. 

Her Majesty had received the most beautiful set of sable 
furs ever beheld in England, as a present from the Empress 
of Eussia. 

Lady Bell did not stint her old friend in such annals, but 
it was in vain. 

Within half an hour of Lady Bell's entrance, Miss Kings- 
cote had cried out that there was a difference in Lady Bell. 

The subtle distinction in eye, lip and voic«, which had failed 
to attract the attention of a woman like Mrs. Sundon, or 
having attracted it, had not won a single comment or conjeo- 
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tore from Lady Bell's bosom friend in whole days of renewed 
intimate intercourse, was instantly patent beyond evasion to 
the simple woman whose leisure and xmconsciousness were 
those of a child. 

Miss Kingscote did not hesitate to put her climisy hand on 
the alteration, and, in other circimistanoes, the rude but 
natural process might have had a fascination for Lady BeU. 
8he might have sought to make up to herself for the lurking 
mortification of getting off so easily at home, from Mrs. 
Sundon's delicacy or indifference, by going again and again 
to Nutfield to be covered with confusion, and brought to the 
brink of detection by Miss Kingscote. For Lady Bell's second 
secret was a happy secret. 

But there were two objections to the dangerous indulgence, 
liady Bell was going away, and Miss Kingscote had an incur- 
able propensity to tell a discovery all round. 

"La! Lady Bell," Miss Kingsoote cried that first day, 
** what do have come to you ? When you ain't speaking, you 
sit with your lips a-smiling and your eyes staring at the wall 
as if you saw a flea a-sticking in it, and the sight were rare 
fine and main welcome to you. When wenches let their 
minds slip away like that, we all can guess what they slip to. 
These be fine Lon'on manners, to gabble like a dabchick for 
five minutes, and for the next not to speak a word. Yet I'll 
go bail I've been telling you every article in Master Charleses 
kit, and asking your mind on each. And there you sit a- 
smiling at me for all the world like a poor soul as has lost 
her mind." 

"I've found it again then. Miss Kingscote," said Lady 
Bell, hastening to atone for her offence. " Master Charles 
took away a wrap-rascal with him, you said ? " 

** 1 never said he did aught of the kind. He took away 
the good frieze coat of his father afore him. Why, the less 
we have of grand Lon'on manners diie better, say I — you take 
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me? I'm cracking mj joke, my dear. Nay, we oonld not 
hope to keep two such fine birds as you and Madam Sundon 
long among us. Only it do come hard that you should take 
your flight alongst with my Master Charles — the Lord bring 
him back from the wars safe and sound ! " 

''Amen to that prayer for all gallant men serving their 
coimtry," Lady Bell chimed in sedately, and softly, clasping 
her hands on her knees. 

''I'U warrant you haye an interest in that response, my 
Lady Bell, else you would have been none so quick in making 
it so prettily," said Miss Kingsoote. "There! now, youVe 
gon^ as red as the red July flower, which I was wont to 
compare you to when you lived with me and Master Charles, 
and we didn't know you was quality; those were happy 
days." 

' ' That they were, Miss Kingscote," acknowledged kind little 
Lady Bell, very kind when you took her in the right way, and 
growing kinder now than ever. 

'' And how am I to face the next winter, with you all dean 
gone, and nought to dream on but bloody battles in the Back 
Woods with them Bed Injins ? " Miss Kingscote bemoaned 
herself dismally. 

'' But the Indians are on Master Charles's side," Lady Bell 
said cheerfully. 

Miss Kingscote dismissed the suggestion with scorn. 
** Don't go to tell me that. I'll have nought to divert me 
but spying winding-sheets in them candles." 

''At least I should not begin to think of the winter before 
the summer is here," Lady Bell recommended as good philo- 
sophy ; " you know Master Charles has to be trained to be a 
soldier in one of the barracks near town, where we shall 
be able to see a great deal of him. Who knows but the war 
may end sooner than his training ? " 

" If you had but stayed with us a bit longer yourseli^" 
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regretted Miss Kingscote ; '' a wedding-ring leapt out of the 
fire right into my lap last night." 

** Good gracious ! then you must be going to be married 
yourself, my dear Miss Kingscote, so that you need not mind 
who goes/' Yowed Lady Bell, like the naughty puss she was 
at that moment. 

''Ne'er a one of I, since I hare given up all thoughts of 
marrying, leastways till I'm sought, for I'U make no rash 
promises. As for Master Charles, he's going a-campaigning, 
— the worst luck to the lasses ! — afore he goes a-courting. 
The ring mun have been yours. Lady Bell, I see it in your 
face ; I know the face of a young woman as has marriage 
in her eye." 

"You are wrong, you are wrong,'* insisted Lady Bell, 
laughing in an ecstasy of mischievous delight, ''I'll wager 
you a silk gown, Miss Kingscote, that I'll never marry 
again." 

"It is easy to say 'done,' " declared Miss Kingscote, opening 
her goggle eyes, " but you can't ever mean it ; no, if you had 
abode still, we might have had the wedding at Simmierhilly 
and that woxdd have given us a fillip, and been a rare diver* 
sion. I would have had a hop at it myself, to set it off, 
because you are a favourite. I would have given you such a 
jig as would have shaken the boards." 

"I am obliged to you all the same, Miss Kingscote," said 
Lady Bell, making the tub curtsey which she had made at 
her first drawing-room. " I would do anything in life to 
please you ; indeed I would, an' I oould ; but the thing is 
dean impossible." 

"You are making fun of me, that's what you're doing, 
Lady Bell," Miss Kingscote came to the bright conclusion; 
" but I would have been even with you if you had abode still, 
for there is a fellow in the maze —never go for to tell me 
there's none, with that red in your diieek and that light in 
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your eye ; and you come to bid farewell to Nutfield, a-cany- 
ing a heart aneath your gownd. But I waa sure and certain 
whenever one of you madams set your noses to the smoke of 
Lon'on, you would ne'er rest till you had both harked back 
to the town." 

The London smoke of which MissKingscote spoke, and which 
had smelt sweet to Lady Bell, had not begun to soil the fresh 
spring green of the parks and public gardens, when Lady 
Bell and Mrs. Sundon were gone, bag and baggage, from 
Summerhill. 

The ladies were established in genteel lodgings in the 
Haymarket. The situation was central, and full of the bustle 
which was then thought desirable in a town lodging. The 
rooms in themselves were somewhat faded and dingy, after 
those of Summerhill, but the young women who occupied 
them were sufficient to brighten and adorn most rooms. 

In the inconsistency which had lately become visible in Mrs. 
Sundon's character, in spite of the stress which had been laid 
on the coming requirements of Miss Caro's juvenile education, 
the child was left behind after all. 

Caro, who was being reared so wisely and so carefully; 
who, under the very restrictions which her mother imposed, 
had occupied so much of Mrs. Sundon's thoughts ; the 
woman child, in whom was centred her mother's chief 
hopes and expectations — was disposed of apart from that 
mother ! 

Caro waB intrusted confidently to Miss Kingscote, that the 
child might run wild under that good woman's perfectly 
kindly, but not over-discreet superintendence. Caro was, in 
her small person, to fill the vacant places — to lighten the 
duUness of Nutfield. 

Caro's beautiful, stately yoimg mother was to resume with- 
out encumbrance her place in the gay world, and take again, 
freely, her share in its pomps and pleasures, undeterred by 
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the last terrible misfortune which had befallen the miserable 
man she had loyed, who was still her husband, and Caro's 
father ! 

Even Ladj Bell, unsuspicious and pre-engrossed, was per- 
plexed, and almost pained, by the leaving out of Caro from 
her mother's train. 



CHAPTER XLV. 

MASTER GHABLES SEEING THE LIONS, AND LADT BELL TliATD^lt 

BO-PEEP WITH THE PUBUO. 

TifASTER CHARLES had thought, when he was quittiiig 
Nutfield, that his martial education would be enthral- 
ling, and that any time which he could spare from it would 
be improvinglj and delightfully spent in the sights and the 
life of the town. He had believed that to renew and main- 
tain his brotherly intimacy with Mrs. Sundon and Lady Bell 
would be a point of honour, and a sacrifice to friendship. 

Master Charles knew better after he had been a week in 
the awkward squad, and a hermit in a town lodging. He 
racked his back, strained his arms and legs, and caught a 
crick in his neck on parade. He was horribly liable to doze, 
and be for ever disgraced on sentry. 

He promenaded the busy streets, and grew weary of the 
exercise. 

He delivered with an important face letters of introduction, 
which were but carelessly received. He was made to com- 
prehend that while he was not a fellow of much account, 
even where his few rescued ancestral acres lay, except for 
the honest, friendly hands which had been stretched forth to 
hold him up and help him forward, he was absolutely nobody 
in mighty London. 

No dub hospitaliiy of White's or Boodle's was extended to 
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him. He miglit sit niglit after night at the play, or tiokling 
his ears at the opera, but it must be without a comrade. 

His Tery brother officers were strangers to him, like the 
rest of the world, and were also somewhat slow to recognise 
the merits which were so slenderly gilded by fortune. 

Of course, that was particularly the case with the rough 
diamonds and overgrown school-boys of his mess, when, before 
they had become acquainted with those qualities in their last 
sub which they could heartily appreciate, they found in him 
a mind and will of his own, in what they regarded as 
reprehensible punctilios. 

He might saunter, and sit, and regale himself in the parks 
and public gardens, now open for the season, and feel all the 
time, in the middle of the cultivated surroundings and the 
animated crowds, like a pelican in the wilderness. 

He might even be so lucky as to get a card for a private 
assembly; he might dress carefully in the linen and lace 
which had been his sister Deb's pride, and in the uniform 
that not a month ago he had held so splendid ; he might 
try conscientiously to call to mind the lessons which he had 
got gratis, from two such authorities as Lady Bell and Mrs. 
Sundon, in town breeding. 

What was his reward ? A curtsey from his hostess ; two 
fingers from his host ; some chicken-bones and negus, if he 
chose to fight for them, late in the evening. But not an 
introduction which he cared for ; not an opportimity worth 
having to practise his dancing, and show his gallantry, before 
he went off, tired and sulky, to spend money which he could 
ill spare on a coach or a chair to his barracks or his lodging. 

He could have pimimelled a few feather heads, or trounced 
a few unconscionable dandies, with satisfaction, by way of 
variety. For this young gentleman was not of a sad and 
severe temper naturally. He was frank and free, bold 
and brave ; one of the best riders after the hounds, and most 
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untiring dancer of "Tit for Tat" and " Jack-on-the-Gieea " 
within cry of his native Lumley. 

There were places to which Master Charles would have 
been moderately welcome as a poor young country pigeon, 
that had yet some feathers of which he might be plucked. 
But then he had passed his word to a lady that he would not 
bet or play cards unless in the tamest fashion. 

If he were fit for nothing else, he was fit to keep his word 
— ^to the salvation of his worldly estate, his independence, his 
prospects in life, and what was infinitely more — of his honour 
and honesty in the sight of God and man. People might 
call him milksop or Methodist, or what they chose ; he had 
passed his word, and he woxdd keep it, like a sprig of the 
stock which had developed in its day many a gallant^ in- 
domitable Puritan. 

Master Charles very soon opened his eyes to the advantage 
(in which lay a key to the position) of being on intimate 
terms with two of the prettiest, wittiest young women of rank 
and fashion in London. 

He would not have slighted Mrs. Sundon and Lady Bell 
had they been neither pretty nor witty, and had their claims 
to rank and fkshion failed on being put to the test ; for it 
was true — what Mrs. Sundon had once said of Master 
Charles — ^that he was honourable above his brethren. But 
what was generous in his manliness did not rob him of the 
acutenesB which could see and seize an advantage. 

It is not to say, moreover, that Master Charles's motives 
were whoUy or even chiefly self-interested, because it was a 
great gain to him that these rooms in the Haymarket were 
open to him at any hour of the day, and he coxdd go there 
not only for a cup of tea, but for breakfast, dinner, or supper, 
as it suited him, when he was off duty. 

He could do, and rejoice to do, something for his Mends 
again. He could be of almost as great use to the ladies in 
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the town as in tlie conntiy. Unquestionably, in the former 
they had squires at command, but that did not argue that 
they could dispense with the manly, kindly young fellow on 
whom they coxdd implicitly rely, and who never presumed on 
his services. 

Mrs. Sundon and Lady Bell were as glad to see Master 
Charles in town as he was to see them, though the pre* 
ponderance of the gain might be on his side. He remarked 
with pride that change of place wrought no change in their 
regard. The ladies remained faithful to the league entered 
into when they were rusticating as countiy belles and Ladies 
Boimtiful in the depths of the coimtry. 

Master Charles made himself at home with the mistresses 
of the lodging in the Haymarket in all simplicity, as he and 
his sister had given Lady Bell Trevor and Mrs. Sundon a 
home at Nutfield. 

Mrs. Sundon took a good woman's interest in Master 
Charles. Bhe had rescued him from perilous ways, and that 
alone constituted him her proUgij though in age he was a year 
and a half her senior, as he was rather fond of reminding her. 

f>he was well disposed to continue the guardianship which 
he could afford her, and which she could repay a hundred* 
fold; for she could give him the priceless benefit, not of her 
experience alone, but of her purity and integrity, in threading 
his way among the snares and pitfalls which the town placed 
in the path of a young country gentleman uninitiated in its 
base crafb, and liable to be abashed by its impuden2e. 

Mrs. 8undon and Lady Bell could enable Master Charles, 
by accepting their gentle companionship, to make in safety 
and triumph an honest acquaintance with town life, without 
stumbling and tumbling into vice and ruin. 

Lady Bell vied with Mrs. Sundon in conferring the womanly 
obligation, and in seeking worthily to entertain and cicerone 
Master Charles. 
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The truth was, that Lady Bell had felt it a little awkward to 
return to the gay world which she had so recently forsaken, 
while bound by a tie of which that world knew nothing. 

She had supposed that she would pass the period of Harrj' 
Fane's absence in retirement at Summerhill. It was to be 
otherwise, and she did not know how she was to meet her 
hosts of admirers without showing some consdousnesSy and 
betraying a change. 

She did not consider that if she succeeded in appearing as 
she was before, she would be acting a false part, and imposing 
a cheat on the public. She was the most innocent and igno- 
rant of clandestine wives, yet she had a dim, vague notion, 
that it would not be nice for those men — Sir George Waring, 
Lord Boscobel, and others — to press roimd her aa when she 
was free. 

Nay, she felt that she would be fit to die with shame and 
remorse if the men were seriously jnisled, and supposing she 
could not parry what had been already laid at her feet during 
the winter — offers, offers of marriage, from deceived, mocked 
men to a married woman, who eitulted in her marriage, 
though she let it be unproclaimed. 

One means of escape from the difficulty Lady Bell had not 
anticipated, and it proved a little trying to her girlish vanity. 

In that short interval since she had abdicated her power as 
a beUe and toast, she had been just a little forgotten. Other 
claimants to her crown had appeared, and been so far ac- 
knowledged. 

There were conspicuous defaulters from the ranks of Lady 
Bell's former sworn admirers, the most flagrant being Sir 
George Waring, and with him his familiar spirit, Mrs. Las- 
celles. 

Some said that Sir George, whose good*nature did not 
exempt him from the prevailing infirmity of spleen — or a 
tolorably vigorous and stubborn spite, had not forgotten on 
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afik)nt which Lady Bell had been so indiscreet as to ad- 
minister to him on the night of the masquerade ball at 
White's. 

Sir George himself, with his toadies and imitators, begged 
to explain that his defection was provoked by the discovery 
that Lady Bell Trevor was a little humbug. She had pro- 
tended to withdraw volimtarily from the town's homage into 
the shade, and here was she turning up again to solicit public 
patronage before ** simmier had sot in with its usual severity." 

Besides, Lady Bell lost in certain quarters by her as- 
sociation with Mrs. Simdon. These lax, yet bitter judges, 
knew Mrs. Sundon as a fine woman, who was too good for 
her neighbours. 

Had not Mrs. Sundon first insisted on marrying and white- 
washing poor Simdon of Chevely, and then been hard on 
the sinner and left him in the lurch, till worse— faugh ! 
mention it not to ears polite ! — something like murder, came 
of it? 

If the judges wanted wifely virtue in such circumstances, 
it was virtue after the model of Mrs. Beverley's in the 
Gamester. Virtue in a woman ought on no account to be 
guilty of turning round upon, upbraiding, departing from a 
man, not though he were self-indulgent, forsworn, craven, 
and cruel ; though he had lied to her, stolen from her, well- 
nigh destroyed her. 

There were whispers, too, early current in influential circles, 
of country cousins who could establish claims upon, and dog 
the heels of the dainty beauty. Lady BeU Trevor. A privi- 
leged train of detrimentals was not a desirable appendage to 
a young lady* 

One odd, authoritative fellow had appeared on the night of 
the masquerade. Here was another (if, indeed, it were not 
one and the same bumpkin) in the raw ensign, of whom 
nobody knew a syllable, except that he was promoted to be 
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the constant attendant on Lady Bell and Mrs. Sundon at 
public places. 

But Mrs. Sundon and Lady BeU did not hear the malicious 
small talk of the highest society. 

Beyond a twinge, not imwholesome, of mortification at 
finding herself not so much valued as she had imagined, 
Lady Bell did not take to heart her losses in " sublime " 
beaux. She was positively relieved by the defection of a 
portion of her servants, and she had still more than she knew 
what to do with. 

At first she was incomprehensibly shy and nervous to her 
admirers ; then — growing hardened, alas ! — she began to find 
that it was rather amusing and exciting to play with and 
baffle her followers. 

Lady Bell's confession to Mrs. Sundon had died on Lady 
Bell's lips, till half in sensitiveness, half in pride, and partly 
in the thoughtless obtuseness of what had become custom, 
she was reconciled to Mrs. Sundon remaining in the dark by 
her own choice, with regard to an event of the im]X)rtance of 
which Lady Bell's friend could not have the smallest concep- 
tion beforehand. 

Lady Bell grew at her ease— cool, careless with her society, 
while they could not for their lives teU why the yoimg widow, 
Lady BeU Trevor, should appropriate an immunity not 
granted to and seldom taken by single women. 

Mrs. Sundon looked on, but did not seem to see ; or, doing 
as she wished to be done by, would not interfere with Lady 
BeU's pranks, which were reaUy conmiitted in the exuberance 
of satisfaction, and in girlish roguishness. 

But Lady Bell got daring in provoking and defying juries 
of chaperons^ and courts of men. She would offer to play 
ecart6 with this man, or to make up a couple wanting in a 
coimtry dance with that. She would employ Mr. Gk)wer or Sir 
Thomajs Neville to bring her ahawl, and reward him with a 
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pinch of snuff out of Her own particular little enamel snuff- 
box. What were these men to her ? or what could she over 
be to them ? Why should she be mincing and scrupulous 
like a mere gii-1 ? 

All the time Lady Bell clung to Master Charles as to an 
old Mend, and brotherly aUy, who would come to her aid, 
back her, coyer her retreat at any moment. 

Lady Bell won the name of being a terrible flirt, and that 
honest, neighbourly, brotherly friendship, which was fully 
recognised down at SummerhiU, was exactly the relation 
which the suspicious, sneering, vitiated gay world could not 
understand. 



CHAPTEBXLYI. 

ANOTBEB 'WATEB-PABTT, AXD ▲ BUELANGE BK00T7NTEK AT THE 

DOCKS. 

M ES. SUNDON, Lady Bell, and Master Charles went often 
to Eanelagh and Vauxhall, where their presence became 
as conspicuous as, and rath(;r more attractive than, that of 
the gigantic Bussian Count Orloff, who was yet to put his 
size and strength to use in strangling his Czar, Peter III. 

Master Charles was shown these places in their spiing 
perfection, while he was subjected to a little of the envy for 
superior advantages which he had vented on others, but 
which men don't object to receive in their own persons. He 
was too modest to swagger, but he did hold up his head, 
with his chin somewhat in the air, as he made the circle of 
the Hotunda, or honied along quite willing to be surprised 
and enchanted by the cascade, witli two such ladies hanging 
familiarly on ea<;h arm. 

To Lady Bell's great regret, Mrs. Siddons had completed 
her engagement fur the season, and was gone on a profes* 
sional tour. 

Yet Lady Bell was heard to reflect, with a deep sigh, '* It 
was so heavenly the last time I heard her, that I do not 
know how I could have stood her falling oft*, which must 
have been." 

In correspondence with this pensive sentiment, Lady Bell 
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argued, rather ungratefully, that Sir Joshua did not show 
''near such fine pictures," nor ''t'other man such fine 
plates" (witness her treasured piece of Wedgwood ware), as 
she had seen on a former occasion. 

However, when Lady BeU made up a water-party to Kew, 
she admitted that it was far more harmonious and deoorous 
than that which she had arranged with Lady Sundon and 
Mrs. Lascelles to Hampton. Lady BeU could never lift up 
her hands and eyes high enough, or condemn too severely 
the folly into which she had been entangled at Hampton. 

'^ To think that a gentleman who was present had to tell 
us that we should be exposed to something disagreeable, 
which was just what happened. No, I shall never cease to 
be shocked at the impropriety of singing with Sir George 
Waring on the water in the afternoon," said Lady Bell, when 
sitting again in a barge. 

She spoke as solemnly as if her conduct before and after 
that event had been highly exemplaiy — the pink of prudence 
— and as if she were delivering a sermon pointed with the 
moral of her own transgressions to the blessed baby. Master 
Charles. 

"It must have been monstrous cold for you to go on the 
water like this in February," remarked the unimpressed 
gentleman ; '* I wonder how you ever came to think of it." 

" Master Charles, it was the loveliest day," corrected Lady 
Bell, with a relapse into enthusiasm. "I had ih.e charm- 
ingest weather all winter. I can't believe that it had 
been winter, or if so, winter must have borrowed the very 
finest days from summer." 

" That is mighty queer, ain't it, Mrs. Sundon," appealed 

Master Charles ; '* we didn't know the past winter different 

from the rest of the winters in our lives. It was as miry and 

mucky as ever down at Nutfield and Summerhill." 

" It was not that here," Lady Bell said decidedly. ** You 

15 z 
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and Sunny make the grossest mistake when you maintain 
that the parks and gardens, and lawns and meadows, such 
as these, must look far better all rustling with green, and 
red and white with roses and lilies, than when I saw them 
last. You are quite wrong, I fancy the buds must be more 
to some people than the blossoms, and the first green shoots 
of the lilac to such full purple clusters as you have yonder," 
pointing to an overhanging bush. 

"Not many people wiU agree with you in such a whim, 
Bell," Mrs. Sundon joined in the conversation, lifting up her 
head from leaning it on her hand. 

** I cannot help it," replied the unshaken Lady Bell. 
** The Mall of St. James's will never look half so well as it 
looked under the bare boughs against the grey sky. I was 
walking there yesterday, and I thought the trees were 
scrubby and dusty, that they had suffered an eclipse like Sir 
Joshua's pictures and Mr. Wedgwood's ware. No, Master 
Charles, it was not monstrous cold — ^I never felt cold, and 
everything was monstrous pretty then." 

" Why, Lady Bell, you miist have been bewitched," Master 
Charles accused her. 

** Perhaps I was," she laughed, with tender t^ars in her 
laughter, " and I should like nothing better than to be so 
bewitched again. Oh! when will the months roll on till 
foggy November brings bleak February ? — I am weaiy of 
the slow march of time." 

" I'U have got my marching orders for another sort of 
march before then," Master Charles told her soberly ; '* will 
that help you. Lady Bell? It seems to me you have 
quarrelled with the present company." 

'* How can you say so, sir, when you and Sunny are here?" 
Lady Bell flung back the accusation indignantly. "You 
must be the next thing to the best company, if you are not 
the very best, which you can no more help, than I can help 
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being silly. No, your marching away will not do any good, 
unless you would aU m€Lrch away, and march back again, in 
double quick time, merrily." 

In this pursuit of pleasure Master Charles and Lady Bell 
oould not be expected to be very discreet. Master Charles 
indeed knew little or nothing of places and circles except 
what his companions and his instinct told him. As for Lady 
BeU, she had taken a reckless fit, and was tempted to tram- 
ple on conventionalities. But even Mrs. Sundon exercised 
Bccmt discrimination, and put in few vetos. 

The trio were to be met wherever the public congregated, 
and there was any spectacle to be beheld, without being 
over-scrupulous as to the style of the public, or the nature of 
the spectacle. It might be Blanchard's balloon, or a mer- 
maid that was to be inspected. The resort might be Port- 
land Chapel, or a ridotto. 

Mrs. Sundon, though she never played herself, would 
watch players. 8he would sit for an hour at a time like a 
statue, by a faro-table. 

'' Poor soul, what wrought her husband's imdoing, and 
has made a waste of her own womanhood, is invested with a 
morbid fascination for her," Master Charles and Lady BeU 
said to each other, with saddened faces tr3dng to draw their 
friend away without success. 

''Let me be," she dismissed the couple authoritatively, 
"Pm an old stager here to you two, though I wear mighty 
weU. Go about the rooms, and enjoy yoiirselves, never 
mind me. I prefer to sit still, croaking like a raven." 

Lady Bell had only received one letter from her husband, 
and that was from no farther off than Portsmouth, written 
just before he sailed. 

Captain Fane warned Lady Bell that both French and 
American ships had been seen in the Channel ; not that she 
was to have any fear for him, since she had armed him and 
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sent bim forth to yictorj. But he mentioned the presence of 
the double enemy to prepare her for a probable contingency. 
The Thunderhomh might have to give chase, or to be given 
chase to, and thus be drawn out of her course, so that it 
might be impossible for Lady Bell to hear from him again, 
about the time he had told her. 

Lady Bell had not heard again, but the interral was too 
short, and she was too much built up in her late-found love 
and happiness to be troubled with apprehension. Still she 
longed for news. 

8he commenced to prick her ears, and gather with avidity 
every rumour circulated either in society or in the news- 
papers, of what homeward-bound ships had come into har- 
bour, of what outward-bound ships had been spoken, of 
what land engagements had taken place, of where Paul Jones 
was last heard of. 

Master Charles catered for Lady Bell in this respect; 
naturally he was fall of the movements of the two warlike 
brothers Howe — ^the Admiral and the General appointed to 
the same expedition of taking Long and Staten islands — 
and rejoiced over the repulse of the rebels at the Three 
Bivers. 

But Lady Bell was appalled at the mention of the corps 
passing through Hell-gate in order to fight the skirmish of 
the White Plains. 

And she hailed the arrival of Sir Peter Parker's fleet off 
Cape Fear. She gloried with trembling over the action at 
Cape Sullivan and the story of the Bristol, the cable of which 
had been cut with the shot, so that she had lain '* raked " by 
the enemy's fire, when Captain Morris had stood wounded 
till his arm was blown off, and at one time the Commodore 
had been left alone on the quarter-deck — ^* a spectacle of 
intrepidity.'* 

She did not recoil so much from the disastrous infozmation 
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that an EnglisH transport with troops had sailed right into 
Boston harbour, not knowing that it had been evacuated by 
the British, when the lirst detachments were made prisoners 
without the chance of striking a blow. 

*^ If that were to happen again," Lady BeU said to herself, 
following a train of thought, '' I should sail by the yery next 
ship to go into prison with him, console him and be happy." 

One morning, in her careful study of the St, Jame9^% 
ChranicUy Lady Bell read that an ordinary merchant ship, 
the Sweet Sue, trading to the West Indies, cargo, sugar and 
rum, had arrived at her wharf, near London Bridge, having 
overcome the perils of her voyage. 

The Sweet Sue had encountered, and been in communica- 
tion with, several of his Majesty's ships, having had to tack 
and beat about for a week at a time in different latitudes. 

Excited by the statement, vague as it was, Lady BeU took 
a resolution. She would procure a fly, drive away by her- 
self to the office of the shipowners whose address the news- 
paper gave, and as a simple stranger with an interest in the 
navy, would make personal inquiries if any of the vessels 
which had passed and overhauled the Sweet Sue was his 
Majesty's frigate, Tkunderhomh^ Commander, Harry Fane. 

She would not trust the commission to Master Charles, or 
to any one save herself. How could she give such a com- 
mission without entering into an explanation ? and this was 
not the time for an explanation. Besides, who would care to 
sift every word of the answer, and cross-question and extract 
further information as Lady Bell would ? She knew nothing 
of wharves or docks, but that was all the better for her pur- 
pose, since she desired privacy. 

Lady BeU had no difficulty in excusing herself from bestow- 
ing her company on Mrs. Sundon that afternoon, and luckily 
it was a day when Master Charles was on duty. 
Lady BeU set out in her fly, and did an ostensible errand 
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of shopping, and then with a beating heart gave her driyer 
his direction. Under his guidance, her vehicle was soon 
jammed into a double row of loaded and empty waggons, 
drays, strings of work-horses travelling backwards and for- 
wards, rattling and lumbering, getting hopelessly locked, 
and struggling in the agonies of extrication in the narrow 
thoroughfares. Lady Bell and her equipage, though it was 
but a fly, presented an incongruous appearance among the 
other vehicles, and the general company, which consisted of 
warehousemen, carters and porters, seafaring men — ^native 
and foreign, bargemen, and their lodging-house keepers, 
poor soldiers' and sailors' wives, low hucksters, clamorous 
sellers of flsh from Billingsgate, with the uncouth and 
hideous nondescripts that put the finishing touches to such 
crowds. 

Amidst the huge waggons and the grinding drags. Lady 
Bell's fly looked a fly indeed. Lady Bell herself showed as 
much out of place, contrasted with the homely, sordid figures 
in filthy smocks and jackets, ragged gowns and torn caps, as 
if she had come down from the moon. 

Lady Bell was in her plainest, darkest gauze gown, but 
that was lightened by a great point-lace collar, open at the 
throat for the heat, coming down in front to the short waist, 
where it was fastened by a knot of white riband. Her arms, 
in their long grey gloves, were crossed before her to keep 
her hands still. Her large flapping hat served her for a 
shade. 

But though Lady Bell was stared at, and even openly 
remarked upon occasionally, her progress was not impeded. 
For it did happen that fine gentlemen — ay, and fine ladies — 
found their way sometimes into these quarters ; and whether 
they came for good or for evil, they came, it was understood, 
with sufficient power to protect themselves in broad day. 

The sunshine was pouring down without shrinking or 



ANOTHER WATER-PARTY. 343 

shame on such sights, sounds, and smelk as Lady Bell coulji 
not have imagined. 

Lady Bell was rational and humane for her years' and 
opportunities. Looking out on these haggard and care- 
laden, as well as brutalised, distorted faces, even in the midst 
of her own engrossing concerns, her gentle pity quite as 
much as her loathing horror was stirred; and "Oh that 
Harry and I could do something in the future to help our 
poor fellow-creatures ! " was passing through the young wife's 
mind. ** Harry has thought and feeling to spare, hates 
frittering, hardening luxury and frivolity, is fond of dwelling 
on the good deeds of Captain Coram and such public bene- 
factors. Harry means that we shall be reverent and tender 
fblks, and it will be a fit thank-offering for our reunion when 
it comes." 

Lady Bell kept looking out eagerly for the office which she 
was in search of, among places of a similar description, where 
sailing-yesselfl were to be heard of, and where intending pas- 
sengers came for information, or to take out their berths, 
among great stores and sheds extending to the quays. At 
last she saw the name, and causing her conveyance to be 
drawn up dose to the door, she alighted, and walked in 
through the dark passage to the clerk's room. 

It was past the busiest hours of the day, and there was 
only one shabby, middle-aged man sitting at a desk. He 
looked up, and stared hard at the solitary state of Lady 
Bell's youth ajid quality; then leapt to the very same shrewd 
conclusion which Mrs. Siddons had arrived at long before — 
a young lady in fault, and the devil to pay. Here was a 
wheel within a wheel, which he might work to his own ends. 

Not being by any means an honourable specimen of the 
genus elderly shipping derk, he thought less of sparing the 
young lady than of himself profiting by her errors. He 
hesitated whether, under the circumstances, he should be 
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rough or obsequious, give Lady Bell false or correct Id forma- 
tion, forcibly detain her, taking the law into his own hands 
till he souf^ht to communicate with her friends, or osU^nta- 
tiously connive at her misdemeanours. 

In the end, Lady Bell's self-command and self-aasertion, 
qnalities simply due to the great institution of her class, in 
saying what she wanted, carried the day, and induced her 
informant to take the latter and easier oourse. He bowed 
and becked before Lady Bell. 

He told her quickly all that the captain of the StceH Sas 
knew of the ships of war which had signalled her, in whicli, 
to Lady Bell's deep disappointment, there was not a single 
mention of the Thunderhomh or of Captain Fane, not even any 
scrap or clue which loving ingenuity could twist into a con- 
nection with that noble vessel and gallant commander. Thbre 
was nothing for it but that Lady Bell should make the best 
of a misspent afternoon, tender a reward to the glib mouth- 
piece of the Staeet Sue, return to her fly, and g^t out of the 
foreign region as fast as possible. 

Something caught Lady Bell's eye, howeyer, as she was 
ushered out, and stood for an instant in the doorway. 8he 
was not so entirely oTercome as to fail to remark that she was 
not singular in the light of a visitor from the upper ten 
thousand to the docks. While she had been in the office, an 
aristocratic chair liad been set down directly opposite by its 
bearers, with whose faces Lady Bell seemed to feel strangely 
familiar. The chair stood within the arch of a shed, over 
which was printed, ** Inquire within for the Dover and Deal 
boats." 

As Lady Bell put her foot on the step of the fly, eager to 
escape from a dangerous contiguity, the chairmen lifted the 
chair and carried it past, vouchsafing Lady Bell a glimpse of 
a face and a figure which kept her arrested on the step. 

The*fiEU)e was looking another way, but there was no mis- 
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ta^ng the profile behind the black-lace bquare, or the air of 
the figure in the mode mantle. There was Mrs. Sundon as 
sure as here was Lady Bell. These were the chairmen whom 
Mrs. Sundon was in the habit of employing when she used a 
chair. No wonder Lady Bell's first glance had struck her 
with their well-known features. 

What Mrs. Sundon was doing at the docks and the shed 
with ** Inquire within for Dover and Deal boats ; " whether 
she had been following in the track of Lady Bell, at whom 
she had not even looked ; or whether it were an astounding 
coincidence — ^Lady Bell could not tell, and durst not ask ; but 
she was as certain of Sunny's identity as of her own. 

"What were you doing with yourself this afternoon, 
Sunny?" Lady Bell did falter, when both had got home 
safely and separately to the Haymarket. 

"What was I doing with myself, Bell?" Mrs. Simdou 
repeated languidly ; "I was out seeking to ascertain some 
useful particulars with regard to an old servant." 

It might have been so. It was not in Lady Bell's power 
to pursue the inyestigatioiL 
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OHAPTEE XLVn. 

DANOINQ TH£ BOLERO. 

rpHE carious encounter of the friends had slipped into 
■^ the background of Lady Bell's memory when she and 
Mrs. Sundon, attended by Master Charles, went to Yauxhall 
next evening. They were to be in time for the fag-end of a 
large regatta, a new importation from Venetian canals to the 
Thames. The regatta was to be witnessed by their Graces of 
Cumberland and Gloucester, with a great influx of fine com- 
pany in their train, making Yauxhall for the occasion take 
the fas from !Ranelagh. 

There were showery clouds in the blue sky, but these only 
served to freshen the gardens, and to ofiPer opportunities for 
more races than those on the water, races from the water — 
coming in sudden, pelting downpours — ^to the shelter at hand 
in the grand special pavilion, the rotunda, and every kiosk 
and sunmier-house. And there was always the hope that the 
inconstant, swiftly-changing weather would become fine ere 
the stmset, and permit the lamp-lit trees and the fireworks to 
twinkle and blaze without drawback. 

Lady Bell had forgotten her late expedition and its failure. 
With her healthy nerves and her grand capacity for enjoy- 
ment, she was in a full career of pleasure. 

She had relished the spectacle of the long lines of orna- 
mental barges and gaily-dressed rowers pulling with might 
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and main between the ranks of moored barges, some of them 
bearing royal arms and containing royal liveries, all of them 
crowded with resplendent holiday freights. 

She had said to herself, rolling the private consideration as 
a sweet morsel under her tongue, that she had an express 
and peculiar title to regard the show with interest and en- 
thusiasm. Her Harry Fane belonged to the water, only in 
was to the great open blue sea, as these bargemen belonged 
to the river. It was as a sailor's wife that she felt a proud 
property, next to that of the bargemen's wives, in the rowers' 
pluck and skill. 

Lady Bell was amused and pleased by Master Charles's 
honest, unsophisticated admiration, his protestations that the 
regatta did not come far behind a fox-hunt, and that he 
shoidd like to be trained to row as well as to fence. 

Then Lady Bell and Master Charles laid a very innocent 
wager of a dish of cherries against a dish of strawberries aa 
to which boat would win. Lady Bell's boat won, which she 
said was due to the rowers acknowledging in her a fit umpire; 
and she crowed over the small triimiph and the smaller piece 
of conceit. 

Lady Bell and Master Charles did not find amiss the 
scampering to get out of the rain, which they did half-a- 
dozen times before supper. 

Lady Bell hoped that Sunny was also enjoying Yauxhall 
in her own fashion. But there was no doubt, though it 
might sound paradoxical, that, since Mrs. Sundon had re- 
turned to the world and gone into society, she had become 
unsocial and reserved in her enjoyment. Even to-night, 
Mrs. Sundon was falling behind and straying apart, and the 
practice struck Lady Bell both as looking odd, and as not 
being quite safe in such a public place. 

At last Mrs. Sundon told Master Charles to take Lady Bell 
to the rotunda, for she, Mrs. Sundon, was going to join a 
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walking-party, some of the members of wMch she knew, ont- 
side ; but she would not keep Lady Bell and Master OhaMes 
from the music and dancing. Mrs. Stindon would come and 
meet her party in the third alcoTe to the right, in time for the 
fireworks. 

Lady Bell began to look thoughtful and anxious. ** Oh, 
dear!" said she in strict confidence to Master Charles; "I 
hope my Stinny's misfortunes are not telling upon her, so 
that her poor head is touched and going. It sounds vastly 
impertinent in me to say it, for she has always been ever so 
much braver and wiser than I ; but she has changed, grown 
whimsical, does unaccountable things since we came to town; 
not a doubt of it." 

''I suppose we do no unaccountable things, madam," 
Master Charles rallied Lady Bell, seeking to reassure her 
and himself. '' The change is not at all in ourselves. We 
cannot accuse the town of working wonders on us." 

Lady Bell glanced quickly at him. If the town were Ihus 
sharpening his country wit, so that he could turn the accusa- 
tion upon herself, there might, indeed, be no end to its trans* 
formations. 

The two had been standing in the ring watching the dancers. 
These consisted no longer, on ordinary nights, of the cream 
of the guests where ladies were concerned. They did not 
nare to dance in the mised sets at Yauxhall or Banelagh, 
unless where a large private party formed sets of their own, 
or when a great lady indulged in a passing frolic. 

But the regatta nights were exceptional, like the nights of 
the dub balls, which were still given in simimer at Yauxhall 
or Kanelagh. In the Pavilion, which was reserved for the 
royal dukes and their circles, the example of dancing had 
been set. It was not followed by Lady Bell, though she saw 
several of her aoquaintanc38 break through their rules, and 
stand up in a minuet or a cotillon. Master Charles begged 
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that aihe would put him through his paces, and see how much 
he had improved by the last lessons which he had been re- 
ceiving from a professor of the art since he came to town, 
without tempting his companion in the least. 

But a bolero was called for, and when the band struck up 
the appropriate air, the caUer for the dance found his courage 
or that of his partner fail, and the floor remained empty. 

A bolero was an altogether different dance from a minuet, 
and a far greater novelfy. The spectators, to whom fine 
dancing was then a fine sight, expressed their chagprin that 
no bolero was to be performed. 

A competent judge of the Spanish bolero pronounced in 
that day that ** it should only be danced by married women." 

In a light-hearted impulse, bom of a sense of imbounded 
personal security, and of a secret spring of confidence and 
delight, which had been beguiling her into many follies 
lately. Lady Bell agreed with Master Charles that they 
should supply the deficiency in the company — ^the two would 
dance a bolero for the public edification and satisfaction. 

A bolero at Yauxhall was siire to create a sensation. A 
bolero danced by Master Charles and Lady BeU deserved to 
be chronicled for its own merits. 

Master Charles's fresh comeliness had lately received the 
magical finishing touch which converted him from a countri- 
fied young gentleman to a fine young fellow, a man of the 
world, but without the traces of youthfiil dissipation and de* 
generacy which so often marred the dass. 

In his red coat and gold-fring^ sash, wearing his own 
curly brown hair, brought into a certain dignified order by 
the help of powder and a riband, with his white silk stock- 
ings, shoes, and buckles, and his gold-laced hat in his hand. 
Master Charles looked as handsome an honest lad ab ever 
trod the boards of Vauxhall. 

For Lady Bell, she haa been described often enough ; but 
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this night, the refined charms which had made her one of the 
belles and toasts of the town the previous winter, were set off 
by the peculiar elegance of her dress. 

Lady Bell wore a white muslin gown, with a broad blue 
gash — ^the only thing that was not delicate gossamer in her 
dress — loosely confining, as it woidd have confined a child's 
waist. Lady Bell's clipsome waist. A muslin neckerchief, 
screening and shading her white neck and shoulders, was 
worn under the low body of the gown, with a light, broad 
Mil falling to the waist. Even the chip>hat which she wore 
in full dress at YauxhaU, had a wide muslin border imder its 
brim, floating round and softening her laughing face. 

80 pretty were the pair, so genteel and well-matched were 
their figures, with such spirit and taste did Lady Bell especi- 
ally dance the bolero, that rounds of vociferous applause 
accompanied the performance, and when it was over, once 
more for a moment tongues '* wagged all" in Lady Bell's 
praise. 

** By the powers ! I could go in for Lady Bell yet, sir, if I 
had your chance," swore an impressible man to another. 

*^ Man cher, no," objected his companion, more supremely 
selfish, cursed with a more vindictively retentive memory, and 
in his blandness occupying himself with adding a sting to the 
universal flattery. '* The widow has got far too skittish for 
a slow dog like me. You need not laugh. I have observed 
her romping all the evening with this last country cousin. 
To be sure, that ain't much, when she and her immaculate 
Mend, Mrs. Sundon, have been seen with him literally every- 
where for the last month. No, thank you, Gk>wer. Let her 
country Mends keep Lady Bell, if they can." 

'* Ah!" tlie last speaker suddenly shrieked like a woman. 
'* What does that rude fellow mean by tearing past us, and 
treading on my toes ? I have a prejudice against having my 
toes trodden upon, even in a mob ; but if he desires to pro- 
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yoke me into sending jou for his card, with, a promise of 
calling for him next day, he shan't be gratified, in return for 
his impudence." 

'* I don't think any offence was intended, Sir George. The 
gentleman did not see ns." represented the more placable 
Gbwer. 

** Let the offence lie down among the dead men, then, with 
the other fricaaseries which will soon put Yauxhall and 
Banelagh beyond the pale of polite people," granted Sir 
George indifferently, having nursed his toes into conyales- 
cence, and recovered his boasted equanimity. ** I say, Nat, I 
am tired of staring and being stared at. Let us have a game 
of ombre, if you will not lay five guineas yon fellow did 
not mean to jostle me ; but I am afraid he is too far off by 
this time to have the dispute properly settled, without more 
trouble than it is worth." 

There is a chill creeping sensation, a result of the weather, 
or of the state of the body, and the nerves, which sometimes 
comes over men and women in the middle of light, laughter, 
and the best of company. Superstition has given the sensa- 
tion voice and words vaxying according to the race and gene- 
ration. But the differing interpretations, whether serious 
or mocking, coincide in bearing reference to an evil eye, 
an enemy, or a grave. A hostile influence, however super- 
ficial, transitory, and purely material, is recognised even in 
the lightest turning aside of the sensation, and of the effect 
which it produces on the mind. 

Lady Bell experienced the feeling at the very moment 
when she had stopped dancing the bolero. In addition 
to the feeling there occurred to her the most extraordinary 
hallucination. 

As Lady Bell raised her eyes to the closely-packed circle 
of admiring faces round h.er and Master Charles, there swam 
before her, for a second, Harry Fane's marked f^^ce, not as 
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fihe had seen it last, subdued with tenderness, but stem with 
displeasure, and contracted with anger. 

Lady Bell opened her eyes widely, and gazed around her 
on all sides of the swaying mass with a mixture of eagerness 
and distress, so Tivid and painful was the vision which she 
had conjured up. 

There were many white facings to blue coats, like that 
above which Lady Bell's imagination had set the sailor's face, 
for naval ofiS.cers had abounded at the regatta ; but no such 
face, no such expression met her search. How should it? 
What room was there for it ? 

" Have you done yourself up, Lady Bell ? " inquired 
Master Charles with kindly concern for her involuntaiy shiver 
and the paling of her complexion. 

** No, I don't think so," emswered Lady Bell with hesita- 
tion, '* but I should like to sit down, I should not mind going 
home and not waiting for the fireworks — ^No, I don't mean 
it," she corrected herself, with a faint laugh when she saw 
her squire's discomfiture. "I could not be so cruel, for I 
know how fond you are of the fireworks— -don't contradict me, 
elnd I'm sure I should not know where to find Sunny, till she 
choose to come and fetch us." 

But Lady Bell, with all her efforts, could not recover her 
ease and gaiety ; she was restless, she soon got up, and pro- 
posed that she and Master Charles should go in pursuit of 
Mrs. Sundon. 

Master Charles was ready to do anything Lady Bell 
proposed, even to giving up the fireworks, though they 
were the grand winding up of the evenin^r to his oountiy 
breeding. 



OHAPTEB XLVm 

OBOSS FUBPOSES, WITH AK OLD FACE Df ▲ VVW JJQBT, 

11 f ASTEE CHAELES and Lady Bell strolled here and there 
under the rustling boughs and coloured lamps* a com- 
bination which made Yauxhall and Banelagh look like fairy- 
land to those happy unsophisticated people for whom fairies 
and fairyland never ceased to exist. 

The couple walked after the principal parties, which were 
taking advantage of the eventual clearing up of the weather, 
and some one of which Lady Bell regarded as likely to have 
been joined by her friend. 

But no Mrs. Sundon's conspicuously elegant person could 
be detected in the main figure of any group. 
• "I should say that that was Sunny," cried Lady Bell, 
stopping and peering down one of the dusky unlit side walks 
which were generally avoided, "if there were more people 
with her ; but there is only one man, is there not ? Why 
there is not even one, and it is Mrs. Sundon, I know her by 
the way in which Bke carries her train, and holds her fan. 
Did you ever see such avoidance of her fellows, or such fool- 
hardiness ? Sunny, Sunny ! " running forward to remonstrate, 
as Mrs. Sundon advanced into the light, **it is not safe or 
right to go walking about alone, and out of the frequented 
parts of the grounds, as we did at Summerhilly you must 
know that?" 

A A 
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'' I knew it before you could walk alone, madam," answered 
Mrs. Sundon with a dubious laugh, '' so that there was really 
no occasion for you and Master Charles coming to look a^ber 
me — a nice pair of chits to propose to take me, your elder — 
yours at least, Bell, and the matron of the party, under your 
wing," she ended with unmistakable banter. 

** Sure, there is one thing that you do not know, Sunuy," 
protested Lady Bell with great gravity and earnestness, 
'' that you are still a young and yery handsome woman." 

^'I think I have been told so in my day, Bell," said Mrs. 
8undon carelessly, " my day which is past, girl, for all you 
say," she continued with a fall in her voice. ''But what is 
more to the purpose, I like people to keep their promises. 
Where should I have been if I had gone to seek for you in the 
appointed alcove ? There is no good in looking foolish ; mind 
your word another time. Hark ! I hear the gun fired as the 
signal for the fireworks, let us hurry to get good places." 

** She has turned the tables upon us," whispered Master 
Charles as Mrs. Sundon preceded Lady Bell and him. 

''Sunny always liked her own way," announced Lady 
Bell meditatively, in an answering undertone, "and hated 
to be interfered with ; but then she was the last person to 
give just cause for interference, the very last person tq. 
commit an unreasonable, for a woman of the world, an in- 
decorous action — don't you think so. Master Charles ? " 

"I was wondering whether you reckon yourself a woman 
of the world, Lady Bell," he observed lightly. 

"Oh, nonsense, sir, you are aware that I am not half 
so wise, or for that matter so good as Sunny," said Lady Bell 
pettishly. 

" She may have business of her own which she wishes to 
conduct apart from us," suggested Master Charles. 

"What business could she conduct at Yaujdiall?" Lady 
BeU turned upon him, questioning him sharply. "No, I 
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will not have sucli an explanation; you do not know wliat 
jou are saying, Master Charles. It is disparaging to Mrs. 
Sundon, to make such a supposition. I should not like her 
to have business to conduct apart anywhere, though I know 
she has her secrets," Lady Bell recollected herself, ** sad, sad 
secrets of the past, my poor silent injured Sunny ; but that 
is all over, and I should hate her to have business to conduct 
at Vauxhall." 

** Well, I'm at my wits* end for anything farther to say," 
declared Master Charles, ** unless,** and here he spoke veiy 
simply and seriously, "that, knowing Mrs. Sundon to be as 
wise and good as you and I know her to be " — and beseemed to 
pause and dwell upon, not shrink from the knowledge, while 
an expression of reverence and devotion rose up in his round 
ruddy face and dignified it — ** we need not fear to trust her in 
acts that would be unjustifiable in another." 

" Oh, thank you, thank you, Master Charles," cried Lady 
Bell warmly, ** that is the very assurance I wanted ; you 
have done me a world of good, and sure we are none of us to 
judge our neighbours by appearance. What would become 
of ourselves if we were treated in that fashion ? It is manful 
of you to stand up for her on what you know of her good- 
ness. She feared that what she did for you — ^because she 
would not content herself with merely shaking her head 
lackadaisically and letting you go on the road to ruin — ^would 
turn you dead against her, and make you set her down for 
ever after as a hectoring, domineering woman. She was so 
pleased to find that you were true to her and to yourself." 

** Was she ?" demanded Master Charles with fervour, pass- 
ing over the compliment from Lady Bell herself. ** Hector- 
ing, domineering! Does Mrs. Sundon not know that I 
think her the noblest and kindest of women? Does she 
not believe that I would do anything — die to serve her?" 

** I think she gives you "credit for very friendly feelings," 
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replied Lady Bell a little evasiyelj and awkwardly, beginnings 
to repent of having betrayed her companion into heroics. 

** But who would have thought it?'* she put it to herself 
in a succession of silent considerations, '* that the young' 
feUow was so deeply and fondly gratefiil to Sunny ? 

''It is as well that he is going to the wars, for though. 1 
would stake my life . on his honour, next to Harry Fane's, 
there are such grieyous contradictions as miserably unfortu- 
nate attachments. 

''Master Charles deseryes a better fate than to form such 
an attachment, and waste his heart and his young days 
upon it. 

** Stlnny is a yery uncommon woman, a rare jewel, the 
moVe irresistible to a generous man because of her sor- 
rows. 

''She might well stand between poor Master Chfurles — 
though we think him a boy, he can appreciate her, and he 
grows more of a man eyery day — and the restoration of the 
Kingscotes of Nutfield. I trow Sunny would, in her yery 
integrity, have done our boy little good in that case. 

" But there will be time and space enough and to spare, 
f6r change in such an incipient, desperate attachment as his, 
that is to say if it exist, during these weaiy wars for which 
Master Charles is bouhd, like every man worthy of the name." 

Aloud Lady Bell contrived to render the too serious and 
suggestive conversation a jesting one. 

" If you swear service so sentimentally to a third person, 
who is not within hearing, I vow. Master Charles, people 
will think you are making love to me." 

"I hav^ no objection," retorted the young fellow, piqued 
into saudness by the necessity of retaliating on Lady BeU 
the suspicion of ridicule, which she had cast on his impulsive 
speech. 

" But, unfortunately, I have the greatest objection, sir," 
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Liady Bell nodded archly back to liim. ''Ah! there goes 
the first rocket." ^ 

Master Charles was not jet so confirmed and undone a 

victim to gratitude and Mrs. Sundon, as not to have a yerj 

considerable amount of excitement and glee to spend on the 

fireworks. "Did you ever see the like?" he was constantly 

apx)ealing to his companions, while he clapped his hands and 

stamped his feet, and wished in his hearty country yoice, 

which sounded distinctly in the middle of the hubbub of 

the gala crowd, that he had the fireworks to set off down 

at Lumley. '* Wouldn't they make the major sneeze and 

jump? There was a green cheese. Now we have a 

crumpled up red riband. Why they've put to shame the 

lamps which I thought like the Turkish rogue Aladdin's 

jewelled fruit, the first night — ^not to say our modest homely 

moon and stars." 

Lady Bell interrupted his* rhapsodies by grasping and 
clinging to his arm, while she drew a low sobbing breath. 

"What is it, Lady Bell? Does anything ail you?" he 
inquired a second time that night. " Has any rascal dared 
to fling a squib at you ? Just show him to me and I'll 
trounce him, though you have sustained no harm that I can 
see ; I can tell you that for your comfort. But you're ill, 
poor soul I granting that it must have come on sudden, for 
you were making play a moment ago." 

Master Charles spoke out his regret as a relief, to his own 
and Mrs. Sundon's wonder and anxiety, when the glare of 
light fell on Lady Bell's face, scared and wild with distress, 
and her hands clenched from the effects of a shock, while he 
and Mrs. Sundon were hastening to withdraw Lady Bell from 
the concourse, to make her rest on Master Charles, to dis- 
patch an attendant for a chair. 

"I am better," Lady Bell strove to say with a gasp in 
response to their cares. *' It is nothing," glancing roimd her 



35« LADY BELL. 

terrified ; '*Vm mortal sorry for alarming and troubUng yon, 
liut I could not help it — and I must be disordered after all, 
for twice to-night, something which could not be, passed 
liefore my eyes." She stopped, shuddering at the idea. 

*' Don*t think of it, child," Mrs. Sundon forbade Lady Bell 
with emphasis, "you have been eating unripe firuit, or loitering 
about in wet shoes. I take blame to myself for not having 
looked better after you. God help us! I am a selfish 
woman to have the charge of a young thing like you." 

"No, no," said Lady Bell, "it is not that. But haven't 
you heard," she quaked in every limb again, yet she could 
not let go the disturbing thought, "that deaths are some- 
Irimes made known to those most concerned in them by the 
appearance of the dying to the friends far away ? Yet oh ! 
6ure the dying would look like themselves, as they were wont 
to look, not like that," moaned Lady Bell, cowering, and 
hiding her face. Master Charles and Mrs. Sundon glanced 
at each other in utter perplexity. 

"I have it, Mrs. Sundon," exclaimed Master Charles 
triumphantly, "it was the green light from some of the 
whirligigs. I noticed it made every body, even you, appear 
ghastly." 

"We'll have no more, Bell," Mrs. Sundon laid down the 
law authoritatively; "you are disordered, your fancy is 
running riot. I must get you home and to bed, when I shall 
prescribe for you. If you are not better to-morrow, we shall 
have you blooded, and you'll be all right; we'll have no 
more chimeras dire." 

The truth was, that in one of the sudden bursts of vivid 
illumination which made the summer dusk all the darker by 
the contrast, Lady Bell had again seen for a horrible moment, 
borne on the crest of a wave of faces, Harry Fane's fttce 
directed towards her with a look of keen reproach and bitter 
Booru. 



CHAPTER XUX; 

•THE nrrELLIO£NC£ IN THE OAZETTS. 

TF Lady Bell had been very sick next day, she would haye 

been brought round marvellously, and made ** pure well " 
by the first naval intelligence which greeted her ibdefatigable 
study of the Gazette. It was indeed transporting intelligence, 
before which all disorders and chimeras must vanish. 

His Majesty's ship Thunderhomhf Captain Pane, eighty guns, 
on its way to America, had met off the Madeiras, chased, 
engaged, and taken an American prize — the Sitsquehannah, 
Captain Humphrey, eighty-four guns. 

The Thunderhomh having sustained considerable damage, 
and having come up with other ships of the squadron, Cap- 
tain Fane had been directed to transfer the troops to the 
Bof/al 3uke, to put his own ship into the first friendly port for 
temporary repairs, and then to return with his prize in 
order that the Thunderhomh might be thoroughly over- 
hauled. 

In accordance with the order, the Thunderhomh^ with the 
Susquehannah in tow, had arrived in British waters, and was 
lying off Portsmouth harbour. 

Come home already — so soon — ^beyond her fondest hopes 
and expectation, with such honour ! Lady Bell's experience 
of second sight, in place of having been an evil omen, as she 
had dreaded, had proved the most joyous of auguries. Bni 
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how was it — ^how liad it been ? The coincidence was curiouB. 
Could Harry Fane have been at Vauxhall ? 

So far as time wais concerned he might, for it was quite 
possible that he had travelled from Portsmouth as fast as the 
news of his ship's gallant exploit. 

But why not come to Ltidy Bell at once ? "Why at Yaux- 
hall ? Above all, why in alienation and wrath ? 

A little reflection supplied one solution. Captain Fane had 
probably not had a chance, since they parted, of getting one 
of Lady Bell's letters, announcing her removal to London. 

He must have gone up to town in the first place to deliver 
his dispatches ; and what old sailor lord of the Admiralty had 
not been yesterday at the regatta at Vauxhall, where Captain 
Fane might have followed his chiefs ? 

But why not run to Lady Bell in the second instance — ^fqr 
Harry, of all men, must do his officer's duty first — ^why, 
instead, keep away from her, and terrify her as with glimpses 
of a rancorous, avenging ghost ? 

The only answer to be found was, that if she had seen 
Harry at all, and if he had known she was in the throng and 
had distinguished her, he might judge that she would not 
wish an immediate and public revelation of her marriage, 
such as would have been risked by his giving her the over- 
whelmingly glad surprise of seeing him when she had not a 
grain of reason U> look for him till a number of months — 
years ef en— of exposure and danger had passed. 

He might fear, t^e risk to body and mind of so g^eat a 
surprise, blest as it was, coming upon her totally unprepared. 
He might well choose that there should not be thousands of 
witnesses to their reunion. But why visit the trying restraint 
which circumstances imposed upon him as an offence on her? 
Why frown upon her from a distance ? This from her Harry, 
her best of men, who was so just, and even righteous over 
much, so full of >yielding tenderness to herself ! 
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Lady Bell could not, by any means, put together the last 
jiieces of the puzzle. 

But what did it signify ? Harry Fane was back in Eng- 
land, safe and sound fi-oin tempests and battle, within three 
months, as she had never dared to anticipate. 

The same English sun and wind were shining and blowing 
on husband and wife» The same London sights and sounds 
which they had before looked at together, were anew pre* 
Bonted to both of them. 

Harry Fane was here to claim her when he should thi^k 
fit. They might begin their bright, good life, any day. 

Lady Bell was singing her Te Deum to herself, without a 
doubt that in a single delightful conversation he would 
explain everything which in her silliness and stupidity she 
misunderstood or failed to comprehend. 

In the course of the silent singing of her Te Deum^ Lady 
Bell sang snatches of other songs aloud, laughed, ran from 
room to room, and from window to window, and drove Mrs. 
Sundon into having grave doubts of her Mend's rapid and 
complete recovery. 

2iirs. Sundon accused Lady BeU with reason of being still 
flighty if not vapourish ; while Lady Bell answered Master 
Charles's early inquiries after her health with the most 
disdainful repudiation of any possibility of her having an 
ailment this morning, so that he was reduced to discrediting 
the evidence of his own senses, and to taking an opposite 
view of the case. He suspected the reality of Lady Bell's 
attack the evening before, and feared that she was learning 
a fine lady's whims and affectations. 

"I tell you, good people, I'm as merry as a cricket, and 
that is a great deal merrier than a king," said Lady BelL 
" I'm as fresh as a daisy, which beats to sticks for freshness 
the red gilliflower to which Miss Kingscote used to compare 
me. It is an uncalldd-for piece of impertinence in any mem, 
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woman, or child, to think I could be otherwise. ' Fal-lal-i 

fal-al-a,' 

" John, John, John, 
The grey goose is gone ; ' 



» »» 



and then Lady Bell went and shut herself np in her own 
room, sat down, and cried with sheer happiness. 

Lady Bell stayed all the morning in the house. She iras 
certain that he would find her out, and come to clasp her in 
his arms, whether Sunny and Master Charles were there or 
not. But lest there should be any mistake, lest he had not 
come to town with his dispatches, and her brain had been 
distempered during the last twenty-four hours, and because 
she could not write to him at his old lodgings, to which he 
might not have returned, and where her letter might fall into 
strange hands, and produce a premature exposure and grand 
esclandre, she wrote a letter chokeful of raptures to Portsmouth. 

AVhen that was done, a little reaction and longing sickness 
of hope deferred came over Lady Bell. 

After all, Harry Fane was certainly not in London, in 
spite of the extraordinary intimation which she had received 
of his return. She should not see him this day yet. ^ 

No, she would not quail before the solemn warning of what 
a day or an hour might bring forth. She would look for- 
ward in unshaken faith and hope to new chances — sweetest 
chances, to-morrow. She must, or her fond heart would 
}<reak in the midst of her anticipated happiness. 

She was getting low, apprehensive — she, who ought to be 
^o proud of being the wife of a young hero, whom every 
englishman would honour since he had plucked a fresh 
(aurel for his country. She, who ought to be so thankful to 
floaven for having favoured her above so many far better 
women, in restoring to her her lover and husband. But it was 
he, and not she, who was worthy, and it ought to be enough 
for her to belong to him — to so g^eat and good a man. 
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Lady Bell was vexed with herself for spoiling the lustre of 
this day by fretting over so small a disappointment as not 
seeing Harry Fane for another day, and by turning back and 
trembling afresh before the frantic imagination of the shadow 
of his changed face at Yauxhall. 

It was a relief to her to find that she must go out in the 
afternoon, after leaving the most particular messages with 
regard to her destination, and to the time when she would be 
back, for the benefit of any lagging caller at the lodging in 
the Haymarket. 

The fact was, Lady Bell had an appointment of many days* 
standing — an appointment which she had held till this very 
morning, when she had forgotten all about it, to be of 
importance, and which it was for Cajftain Fane's interest, as 
well as hers, that she should keep. 

It had been in a loving, foolish dream of benefiting him, of 
winning for him a portion equal to his largest share of prize 
money, that Lady Bell had been tempted to invest a portion 
of her yearly income in a lottery. This was the first of the 
days fixed for the drawing of the lottery tickets at the 
Museum— days which thousands of holders of tickets, and 
fractions of tickets, had written on heart and brain. 

Lady Bell was a ticket holder, and what if she should g^in 
the fifteen thouscmd pounds prize, wherewith to endow her 
sailor? 

The sum would form an ample provision for their establish- 
ment — a redemption from the g^ulf of genteel poverty — a 
vindication to their prudent friends of the improper conduct 
of the couple who, without reference to fortune, had fallen in 
love and rushed into matrimony. 

Of course it was just posssible that Lady Bell might not 
gain the highest prize ; but though it came to the worst, it 
^as only tlie loss of a small slice of one year's income. 
Lady Bell had agreed to drive to the Museimi in the coach 
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of an old lady of her aoquaintance, the same who had induced 
her to take the ticket, and who herself dabbled in every pie 
of the kind which she could come across. 

Two Bluecoat boys were employed, as an odd branch of 
their education, to draw the tickets out of the wheel ; and 
the numbers drawn, with their results, were immediately 
placarded, for the information of the great crowd that filled 
the street. 

By the time Lady Bell and Mrs. Dormer drove up, files of 
carriages were wedged into such a living mass as Lady Bell 
in all her sight-seeing had never beheld. 

'' Upon my word, it is as good as a hanging," said the old 
lady gaily. " Now that we've got in we'll be kept here for 
hours, you may depend upon it. It is lucky that we took 
our dinner before we came. What is the last announcement ? 
You have better eyes than I, Lady Bell; but even I can pick 
out that if our numbers ain't there, neither are the fifteen, 
nor the ten, nor the five thousand prizes. I had a runner, 
with his pen behind his ear, to bring me the earlier lists." 

** Shouldn't you have heard, madam, without that trouble?" 
ajBked Lady Bell. 

'* I am forced to be particular," explained Mrs. Dormer, 
** for I always insure against the day's drawing, in order that 
I may have an additional chance of winning a penny ; for 
bless us and save us, there are such rogues in this world! 
Ain't it breathless work ? — ^the cards is nothing to it." 

In the thick of such breathless work. Lady Bell sat waiting 
tiU placard after placard was put out, devoured by greedy 
eyes, and at intervals, as it contained one of the prizes, was 
received with a general hoarse roar of strangely blended 
congratulation and condolence— congratulation for the one, 
or by comparison, the few winners who held alone or in 
company the lucky number ; condolence for the many losers. 

Lady Bell's thoughts wondered. Worn out with agitation. 
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fihe grew tired, depressed. She could not bear to see the 
tremulous head and bleared eyes of her aged companion 
acquire a kind of spasmodic steadiness and intentness, as 
thej turned unfailingly towards the greatest gambling booth 
in the oounfery. 

If Lady Bell could oount no other cost, she could reckon 
what might be the loss to herself this day of an interminable 
seat opposite the Museum. She could calculate feverishly 
what might be happening in the rooms in the Haymarket in 
her absence. She began to rue her haste to be rich, though 
it were mainly for the sake of another. Above aU, she was 
sorry for the inconvenient mode and time which she had 
taken to acquire her liches. 



OHAPTEEL. 

DBAwnra ▲ blank nr thb lottery or ma. 

11 rBS. DOEMEB sought to improye the tediousness, which 
•^»*- was no tediousness to her, of the process, by gairulously 
retailing to her own content the incidents of all the o^wds 
which had come within her experience, especially of one in 
the days of her youth. It was not on the occasion of a lottery, 
or a coronation, or a royal lying in state, but of all things 
one of Mr. Whitfield's meetings among the furze and gorse, 
and serving to scare away the footpads of Blackheath. 

** He called the painted bits of pasteboard the Devil's 
books, my dear, and I ha'n't touched the cards to speak of — 
never as some of my generation have done; but I don't 
think the severest of the preachers could say a word against 
the lotteries, since they are the only mode by which we poor 
bodies of quality can hope to become rich and charitable 
before we die." 

At that momenf'Lady Bell, who had been leaning back in 
the coach, leapt up radiant. 

'* Don't flay you've gained, and I got the number for you, 
and took another for myself," cried the old woman with a 
groan of exasperation, as she broke off her naiTative. 

"No, no, Mrs. Dormer, what do I care?" Lady Bell 
assured her friend impatiently. " Take the ticket and keep 
it, if you like. But do you see these gentlemen pushing 
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their way through, t'other side of .the street ? I must speak 
to one of them. I tell you he is the naval of&cer whose ship 
has just done so splendidly in taking an American prize/' 

'' Ah ! what- giddy things these widows are— their heads 
constantly running on men/' sighed Mra Dormer, aside, with 
virtuous indignation, as Lady Bell, between desperation and 
ecstasy, losing sight of everything but Hany Fane over the 
way, within twenty yards of her, threw open the coach door, 
leant out, and waved her handkerchief to attract his notice. 

"Care for him in a patriotic way, I daresay!" Mrs. 
Dormer continued to mumble sardonically, while the gentle- 
man thus summoned had to elbow a passage to the coach 
door. ** A good enough pair of legs, but as forbidding a 
face as ever I saw. Oh, these widows, these widows ! they 
will put their heads in nooses." 

Lady Bell had been guilty of a great demonstration in 
order to bring Captain Fane to her, and yet, when he came 
slowly to the side of the coach — compelled to do so by his 
companions, who had observed the signal, and called his 
attention to it — she sat motionless, though the door was wide 
open for her to spring out. 

But the bright colour sank as rapidly as it had flamed into 
her cheeks. She had not a word to say — ^the words froze on 
her lips as her eyes grew fixed in dismay. '' Harry Fane 
could never act unkind to her, never look imkind on her," 
she had said to herself with the fullest conviction, only the 
night before, to dissipate effectually the tantalising terror 
which had haunted her ; and now, in broad daylight, she 
had ocular demonstration, unless her senses had forsaken her 
altogether, that Harry Fane e&uld look unkind on her ; for it 
was with a sullen, lowering brow bent on her that he ap- 
proached the coach. 

This was the greeting, on his return, of the three months' 
husband who had persuaded her into a secret maxziage, and 
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parted from her after its celebration had made her his tiQ 
death, coming back once and again to hold her in his em- 
brace, and to dash from his eyes the tears which did no dis- 
honour to his manhood. 

" Your servant, Lady Bell JV'tfror," said Harry Fane, with 
deadly coldness, and he waited as if for the commands of the 
young creature whose unlimited trust in him and devotion to 
him, were withering and shrivelling before his pitiless face. 

Her heart was smitten with a bolt, her brain was on fire, 
her tongue was tied except to stammer out a senseless ^* You 
are here. Captain Fane." For she was beginning to wonder 
wildly was it a dream after all — a delusion — her closest 
connection with this man, her tenderest regard for him, 
bought by his passionate regard for her ? 

Just then another announcement of numbers, and of a 
prize drawn, was stuck up. 

Mrs. Dormer, fancying that she saw one of her numbers in 
the list, and renouncing the hope of any further assistance 
in reading the colimm irom Lady Bell, beckoned in her turn, 
out of the coach window on Mrs. Dormer's side, to a trades- 
man whom she patronised, in the crowd. She got him to 
stand on the step of the coach, and condescended to lay her 
head to his, and plunge into the information which he con- 
veyed to her. Mrs. Dorm^ was so deeply engaged, that 
Lady Bell and Captain Fane, at the opposite side of the 
coach, might have vowed love or plotted treason without the 
least danger of discovery. 

Fortune, as usual, favoured the couple who would not, or 
could not, avail themselves of her favour. 

Lady Bell did rouse herself with a great sigh, and strive to 
break the meshes of the web which was being woven rouiid 
her, to get out of the entanglement of the wretched mystery. 

" "Why did you not write to me that you were come back, 
Hany ? " she bent towards him and whispered imploringly 
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"I should not have known where to write to, madam," he 
answered, as hard as ever, and with a cruel taunt in his next 
words. *' It was not my fault that you were not prepared, 
and happily I was not lefl to waste my time by going down 
to the address with which you had favoured me." 

She was so guiltless of beg^uiling him, that the taunt at 
least did not hurt her, did not reach her in fact. 

** Oh yes, no doubt you thought I was at SummerhiU," she 
replied, eagerly catching at any straw of explanation — excuse 
for him, hope for her. 

He neither smiled nor said another word. She was forced 
to be the speaker, with her heart sinking like lead in her 
bosom, more and more heavily every moment, with despera- 
tion and despair growing upon her. And she had been so 
happy only that morning ! Her reliance on him had been 
perfect, her faith unbroken from first to last. Her fall was 
so great, so inexplicable. 

" I only saw that the Thunderhomh had come home with a 
prize in the news prints this morning." 

She did not dare to break off and inquire, '*6ut were 
you not at Yauxhall last night ? " though she remembered 
it, and the further stab of the remetnbrance caused her to 
catch her breath, and prevented her from adding the simple 
truth, if she could have spoken it then, *'It was the 
happiest moment of my life," and from exclaiming, ^* How 
brave and fortunate you have been, sir; how I rejoice in 
your bravery and our good fortune ! " Instead, she stumbled 
on with her in^elevant words, ** I had to come here as I had 
promised with Mrs. Dormer. I have a ticket in the lottery, 
and who knows but I shall take the head prize ? " 

He crushed harshly the little piteous appeal to his in- 
terest in her concerns. " I don't envy you if you do," he 
said ; ** lightly won is lightly held. I endorse that proverb. 
Besides, these lotteries are abominable swindles, fit only for 
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a corrupt and false age. I once saw a man who had 
staked his last shilling for a blank — ^he wore a blue-jacket, 
too, and had just come from a cruise — ^blow his brains out on 
these walls. But come, I am not fool enough to flatter myself 
that my poor sailor's experience and opinion of lotteries will 
weigh a thistledown with a fine lady. I am only detaining her 
from attending to her proper business." And with another 
fierce sneer, like the madman he was at that moment, and 
an ostentatiously low bow, Harry Fane drew back, rejoined 
his friends, and passed on with them, while Lady Bell looked 
after him blankly, with lack-lustre eyes. 

At the same instant Mrs. Dormer's cracked voice pro- 
tested irritably, ** You'll give me the rheimiatism with that 
open door. Lady Bell Trevor. There's a draught blowing 
through the coach enough to winnow com. We need not 
wait here any longer, since, as I suppose you know, 
neither you nor me has gained — ^we're both thrown out, 
and we can get nothing now for our payment and pains. 
But we may have better luck another time. I've a share 
in the Westminster, and another ticket in the next Museum 
lottery. They can't all come to grief? " she said anxiously. 

Mrs. Dormer got no answer, and she proceeded to take 
some comfort from the reflection, " Lady Bell's wits are to 
seek — ^no use to prick numbers with her. She'll come to 
grief to a certainty, if she take on so for a sea- water dog 
of a fellow, rude and gruflf, I'll warrant him. Ah, those 
widows, those widows 1 they've not had their tirings of 
men. The widows will have more of the men, and the 
more masterful they are, the better the silly, weak fools are 
pleased with their bargain to begin with. Manly, forsooth ! 
manly to snub a fine woman, turn a cold shoulder on her, 
have her running after the gaUant fellow and laying the hair 
of her head beneath his feet, till the tide turn." 

When Lady Bell descended from the coach, and walked 
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into the lodgings in the Hajmarket, she looked so smaU, 
poor, and forlorn, such a contrast to the beaming girl of the 
morning, that Mrs. Snndon felt called upon to meet her friend 
with loud remonstrances. ** I told you that you would do 
yourself up, Bell ; you were in a most absurd key this morn- 
ing, afber your last night's disorder. You were wound up to 
a pitch at which you must break down." 

**So I was, Sunny," Lady Bell in her collapse acknow- 
ledged faintly, ** and now I am weary to death. Let me lie 
down, away from the light, and forget myself and all the 
world." 

She seemed to see it all in one consuming lightning flash, 
which licked up love, truth, life itself. Harry Fane did not 
wish to acknowledge her as his wife, and how could she claim 
him for her husband against his will ? 

He cast her from him, as men and women were sometimes 
renounced, when there was treachery in these secret marriage 
vows. She had no friend qualified to call him to account, 
and to what purpose would it be when — ^not his power, but 
his desire to deny her, was the " damning fact " to her con- 
sciousness ? 

Why he had proved false, and that on so short a trial of 
absence, or if he had deceived her from the beginning, she 
could not tell. 

He had detested and despised the gay world, with its fine 
ladies. It looked almost to Lady Bell's bewilderment as if 
he had sought savagely to hiimble her in the light of the 
representative of her class. He had humbled in the dust 
the birth, breeding, and few charms of which she had been 
vain, but which, when humbled, might appear paltry and 
mawkish in the eyes of a worldly and wicked man. She had 
not sufficient fortune to bribe him to behave to her with the 
barest honour of an officer and gentleman, supposing in that 
case the poor purchase had been worth the purchase money. 



OHAPTEB LI. 

BSABniro oite'b oinr and one's mEiaHBOUB's bttsdens. 

OUCH an awakeniog — awful and heartrending as it eyer is, 
^ and must be to a woman — was not peculiar to Lady BelL 
She was not the first, nor would she be the last woman to 
make a fatal mistake, and squander the treasures of a life at 
one rash venture. 

Lady Bell was the very woman to call to mind that bitter 
but wholesome consolation, and to act upon it. Even as a 
child she had hidden her wounds, and tried to go on her way, 
with such a child's half-comical, but far more pathetic re* 
serve and dignity. 

Much more as a woman betrayed and bereft. Lady Bell 
rose up like the great Eastern King after the stroke had 
fallen, when he washed his face, anointed his head, ate and 
drank, and went in ahd out before his people. 

Lady Bell came tripping down €he morning after she had 
seen Captain Fane again, when he had met her as a stranger 
and an enemy, and left her ten times worse than a widow. 
8he ate her breakfast with Sunny, and was resolute in turning 
all observation from her own wan face and deficient appetite. 

She entered fully into all the plans and arrangements for 
the day. She was ready then and afterwards for her little 
joke with Master Charles. She would die sooner than make 
a sign of the misery which had overtaken her. 
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She was not a yerj proud woman either, or very sensible 
of wrong-doing and the shame which was its portion ; rather, 
she was delicate-minded and high-hearted. It was not so 
much that she would never submit to be pitied — ^not to say 
blamed — as that .she believed that all the world was to be 
pitied more or less, and she did not see what she had to do in 
monopolising a great share of the world's pity. 

Some writers will have it that in life it goes in this fashion. 
Women disguising their troubles are poor little household 
hypocrites, with a petty regard for keeping up appearances 
and hoodwinking their neighbours. The hjrpocrisy balances 
and Hghtens the misery, which can never be tremendous. In 
the faculty of simple endurance, of keeping their pain to 
themselves, and making a profession of sympathy with the 
pleasure of others, women are greater than men, but that 
only by a half-contemptible feigning and shamming ; while 
women are less than men in the capacity of honest, immiti- 
g^ted suffering. 

It may be so ; but the man or the woman who wears his 
or her heart upon the sleeve that Mends may smart and bum 
in unison with its gashes and bruises, as well as that daws 
may peck at it, is wanting in true generosity and true deli- 
cacy, is a coward, an egotist, and most likely a fool. 

Lady Bell would not, for all that remained to her in the 
world, have increased by a reflection of her anguish, the 
burden of cares of their own which Mrs. Sundon and Master 
Charles must have, sooner or later, to bear. It was her one 
comfort, that they were not acquainted with a jot or tittle of 
her dreadful mislbrtune, and she trusted to be able to keep 
them in happy ignorance. For this end, no sacrifice of mere 
feeling and inclination would be too much. 

True, Lady Bell did not care very much what became of 
her. She felt morally stunned, sick, and dizzy — ^Hke a per- 
son who, having fallen over a precipice, and escaped death. 
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creeps feebly cuid lialf blindly along tbe rocky waste where be 
finds himself. 

She had a dawning sense of retribution — a conviction that 
she had made the tbomy bed on which she was forced to lie, 
aod have her delicate flesh pierced and torn at every move- 
ment. Bepentance was beginning to work ; still that was no 
reason why Mrs. Snndon and Master Charles, who had to 
fight alone their own temptations and tribulations, were to 
be ptuiished for Lady Bell's sins, as well as her sorrows, all 
as a reward for their friendship. 

She might have made them partakers of her happy, 
triumphant secret (woe's me I what a transformation it had 
undergone, when that which Lady Bell had conceived to be 
her safeguard and glory had proved her ruin and disgrace) ; 
but now, though she were to pine, and sink under her load, 
she would die silent. 

Her pride was up in arms along with her magnanimity. 
What! tell even Sunny that she, Lady Bell, had been 00 
defrauded and betrayed ; be lamented over, if not condemned 
and scorned ; be urged, and constrained to wrest her poor 
rights from the man whom she had so worshipped, that it 
seemed rending her very nature in twain to dethrone and 
degrade him — ^not in the eyes of the world, but in her solitary 
estimation. 

Never, never. Captain Fane should go scatheless and free, 
for Lady Bell, to perpetrate new barbarities under the guise 
of blunt frankness and high-minded philosophy. 

Mrs. Sundon and Master Charles were blinded. Doubtless 
their eyes, like the rest of our eyes, would have been shaiper 
if they had not been turned in upon and held fast by their 
Dwn affairs. 

Master Charles was in anticipation of the orders to follow 
^e main body of his regiment to America, where the war 
was still raging with unabated fuiy. 
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Though General Lee waa said to hare been taken prisoner, 
and Sir Guy Carleton to have been victorious in defending 
Canada against Arnold and Montgomery, the rebels still 
made such head, that, unless Mr. Washington finally defeated 
Jjord ComwaUis — which Master Charles could not bring him- 
self to believe — there was no prospect of the war's drawing 
to a conclusion. 

Master Charles's heart had been set on seeing service. In 
addition to a high-spirited young man's love of adventure 
and desire for distinction, Master Charles had taken up arms, 
not as the makeshift occupation of a man of established rank 
and wealth, but as the serious profession in which he, Charles 
Eangscote, was to strive to retrieve the wasted fortunes of his 
family, and to make for himself a fresh name and position. 

Master Charles's career as a soldier was, as far as man 
could tell, his single opportunity of justifying the good ofGlces 
of his Mends and neighbours, and rising permanently from 
obscurity. The sooner, therefore, that Master Charles went 
" a-campaigning," as his sister caUed it, the better for him, 
ipL all respects. 

Yet the young man's heart began to be divided and dis- 
tracted, like Lady Bell's nature. There were lights in which 
he was loth to go oS to the wars at this time, of all other, to 
lose much that he prized, not only with terribly little certainty 
of finding it again, but with the suspicion springing up and 
gaining ground upon him, that he was leaving his friends in 
dubious case. 

But it was for Mrs. Sundon that Master Charles's heart waa 
beginning to ache with care. 

Both these young women had opened a new world to 
Master Charles; both had been like sisters to him. But 
while Lady Bell had at one time, in the early days of their 
intercourse, half affronted him and given him cause for blame 
and forbearance, she had not in the end been more to him 
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than a kind-lieartedy gay, and gifted young sister, with whom 
he had played, and of whom he was proud. 

Mrs. Sundon had risen up before the l&d as a goddess, 
saint, and martyr. She was more beauti^ than Lady Bell, 
wiser, wittier, even as Mrs. Sundon had been in her time 
more orueUy tried. 

And oh ! Mrs. Sundon was far more condescending, for had 
she not stepped into the breach in order to arrest a lout and 
fool of a fellow who was stumbling headlong down the first 
steps to ruin? She had nobly and sweetly offered to lay 
bare her own sacred sorrows, for the purpose of warning a 
rash and stupid young sinner, who ought not to have needed 
warning. 

Master Charles had been at the age when young men 
prefer goddesses to women, and queens to beggar-maids. 
Before he had time to grow older, the mischief was done in a 
heart which was as true as it was tender. He hardly required 
to recognise, as he now recogpiised, in his serene goddess a 
yearning woman, in his queen a subtle suppliant, in order 
to continue to be her sworn and devoted servant. 

Being as true and modest, this plain young country gentle- 
man, for a man, as she was for a woman — ^knowing Mrs. 
Sundon to be the blameless wife of a wretched lost man — 
Master Charles never, in his inmost heart, called her by any 
nearer euid dearer name than that of his patron saint, removed 
from him as heaven is from earth, his g^ding star, far above 
him, his lady, to whom he could not be more than the humble, 
faithful squire which she accounted him, and permitted him 
to be. 

Master Charles was content, he said bravely and steadfastly 
to himself, with these titles of honour. To have dreamt of 
any other titles would have been to inflict on Mrs. Sundon a 
gross insult, against which, as dealt by another, he would 
haVd been the flrst to fire up in rage and disgust. 
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Tlius Master CiiaTleB stifled and trampled down passion, 
not eyen allowing it spiritual breath or Toioo, as eyery man 
and woman — be they young or be they old, or be they simple 
as wayfaring men — can, if they will, with Christ in heayen 
aboye them, resist eyery deyil of unlawful desire till it flee 
fi^om them. 

But such resistance, with its strong ceaseless guard, was 
rapidly conyerting Master Charles's pleasant, thoughtless 
boyishness into what was more honourable, if less light- 
hearted, until thoughtful manhood was stamping his brow 
with grayity, and slowing his step. 

His playfellow. Lady Bell, actually began to yiew him 
with serious respect, as well as affection, and to stand a little 
in awe of him. When he was cross now — an accident of 
rarer occurrence than the pettishness of which he had been 
guilty when he was an idle, restless lad, but eyen as his 
crossness had a deeper root in real proyocation, so it was 
more formidable— Lady Bell ceased to set herself to torment 
him, eyen if she had still had the heart for the sport, and 
learnt to fed for him, and let him alone. 



GHAPTEBIIL 

1CB8. SUITDOK'b PUBSITIT OF FLBA8TJBS. 

T ADY BELL'S vague suspicions had not been necessary for 
Master Charles to see for himself^ soon after the friends 
were settled in London, that much was changed with Mrs. 
Sundon. 

It was not an outward and conventional change, simply or 
principally, and it was certainly not a change in her kindness 
to him. Yet her habits, her state of mind, the degree and 
nature of her regard for her friends had each sustained 
alteration and modiHcation. And all this weighed on 
Master Charles's mind, producing discomfiture and appre- 
hension. 

Master Charles's faith in his lady was not shattered, like 
Lady Bell's in her best of men ; it was not even tarnished. 
It was such, that he could, as he had . told Lady Bell, trust 
Mrs. Simdon, whatever were the appearances ; but it vexed 
and mortified him that appearances were against her, and 
that she should subject herself to scandal and slander. 

In the near prospect of quitting Mrs. Sundon and Lady 
Bell, and the very coimtry which contained them— of no 
longer being at hand to befriend them for many months at 
least, with the conviction that something was wrong in Mrs. 
Sundon' s life, while he had not even her confidence in what 
was wrontr. the sworn chamnion staonyerod under the weit'ht 
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of uneasiness and perplexity wMch might of itself hare over- 
oome a mature man. 

WI17 should Mrs. Sundon, with Lady Bell sure to be 
following in her wake, have become reckless in the pursuit of 
pleasure ? Why should the two ladies appear, like wander- 
ing stars of the first magnitude, in order to be crowded round 
and stared at among the second-rate company at Marylebone 
Gardens and Bagnigge Wells ? There was no occasion for 
the condescension here, as there had been for the ladies of 
Summerhill's countenance of neighbourly merrymakings at 
Lumley, where Mrs. Sundon and Lady Bell had been well 
known and looked' up to. 

It was a very different question when there was no neigh- 
bourly obligation, to speak of, and when the reasons for this 
promenade and that cricket match and its ball, which the 
ladies chose to patronise, were no better reasons than those 
of thrusting into higher society the promoters — ^notoriously 
vulgar, grasping upstarts, old candle-makers, or fraudulent 
brokers — ^with their bouncing, bridling wives and daughters. 

It was in such company that one might meet in flocks 
ladies and gentlemen of the shadiest antecedents, received 
solely because, however stained and bemired, the individuals 
had been ladies and gentlemen, and were nearly the only 
representatives of the class that frequented these quarters. 

Master Charles had guessed that Lady Sundon, of Sundon 
Qreen, with whom Lady Bell had lived during her earlier 
sojourn in town, was an easy-going dame ; but she had been 
more careful in the company which she kept, according to 
Lady Bell's conversation. 

Mrs. Sundon constantly appointed Master Charles to attend 
her and Lady Bell in public, and as constantly gave him for 
a partner to Lady Bell, to stroll, dance, sit, and sup with, 
until the couple became conspicuously inseparable. 

In the meantime Mrs. Sundon gratified the whim of the 
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moment. She had a wide circle of acquaintance, and she 
would flit from this person to that, and greet and oonverse 
with a variety of men and women, down to threadbare par- 
sons and out-at-elbows half-pay officers. 

Lady Bell, not to say Master Charles, knew none of these 
strangers ; but Mrs. Sundon, while jealous of any other and 
more suitable intruder into their party, was careless in per- 
mitting these shabby-genteel satellites to hang about and 
attach themselves to her. 

Mrs. Sundon was mistress of the situation, such as it was, 
and perfectly independent of control. Those relations whom 
she had alienated in the past by her marriage with Oregoiy 
Siindon, were dead or scattered abroad. 

Latterly, Lady Bell had appeared content to do Mrs. 
Sundon' s bidding with even laborious fidelity, and without a 
single objection or Ynurmur. 

Along with Mrs. Sundon's refusal of, and impatience with 
interference, her abstraction and pre-occupation, amounting 
to flurry — ^the reverse of her old calmness — ^were increasing 
upon her, till they prevented her from being clearly aware of 
the surprise or disapproval of her companions. 

There was nothing to be done, and only this to be said — 
that Mrs. Sundon was granting license to all the scandal- 
mongers in town to join in a proclamation which caused the 
blood of one lad, who knew better than all the rest of the 
world put together, to boil. Madam Sundon had become 
infatuated, or she had not been so wise and good, after aU I 
Poor Greg Sundon had doubtless had his trials, of which he 
had said nothing while the union lasted. 

Madam Sundon was sharing the common weakness, and 
coming down to the easy level of her neighbours ; only she 
was making a prodigious crash, and a greater mess than 
most people made, because she had been so furiously sage 
and virtuous in her day. 
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After having been oounted a miracle of ill-bestowed excel- 
lence and discretion at nineteen and twenty, Mrs. Sundon 
had fallen through her part, and was as foolish and impru- 
dent as a woman could be, before she was three years older. 

"Mis, Sundon was leading the last winter's beauty, Lady 
Bell Trevor — a little conceited chatterbox and coquet, who 
had gone in, too, for sense and domesticity, for countiy life, 
and all that sort of things — a sorry dance. The sole resource 
for Lady Bell would be that young man from the country, 
that raw ensign, whom the two fine ladies kept in leading- 
strings, dangling at their tails. He might break the fall of 
the beauty and toast, by consenting to mend her damaged 
reputation, carrying it away to have change of air among the 
Cherokees and the Pequods. 

There was one natural question that Master Charles was for 
ever putting to himself, in all its branches— could Mrs. Sun- 
don still retain an association with Gregory Sundon, banished 
by his own deed, through some of his old allies and accom- 
plices ? Was she even now holding communication with them ? 
Was it they who, preying upon her and bringing her into 
trouble, rendered her regardles.^ ff£ her own interest and that 
of others ? 

To concede such a possibility, which the heartless world 
had forgotten, was cdso utterly repugnant to Master Charles. 
To continue to link the fortunes of the noble woman whom 
he reverenced and adored, with those of the miserable man 
who had forfeited his claim to every honest man and woman's 
regard, was in itself, to Master Charles's mind, to do dis- 
credit to his mistress, and be disloyal to her. Master Charles 
had heard how keenly Mrs. Sundon had resented her hus- 
band's infidelity and falsehood at the time that he sinned 
against her ; how relentlessly, in outraged love and truth, for 
her child's sake as weU as for her own, she had severed the 
bond at once and for ever between her and Gregoiy Sundon. 
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To stippOBe that Mrs. Sundon had consented to renew intef^ 
oonrse.with her husband bj the double humiliation of go- 
betweens, was to suppose her guilty of the utmost inconais- 
tencj, while laying down her dignity, her self-respect, and 
her sense, while paltering with her own conscience, and daUj- 
ing with temptation. In belieying that, Master Charlea most 
believe her guilty of weakness and fickleness, as dishonour- 
ing to her as it was incredible to him. 

King George was going to hold a review on Clapham 
Gonmion of troops bound for America, and among the sc^diers 
was Master Charles's contingent. 

A great gathering of Londoners of every degree would go 
out to indulge their propensity for seeing sights, and to have 
an easy taste of the pomp of glorious war. 

Mrs. Sundon proposed to follow the multitude, and Lady 
Bell agreed to the proposal, as she would have agreed in 
those dim, crowded, haunted days, to attempt to ascend to the 
moon in a balloon, or to start at a moment's notice for Tim- 
buctoo, taking the source of the Niger in the way, had either 
of these expeditions been suggested to her. 

The presence of his fair friends at the review would be 
flattering to Master Charles, and he longed in his secret 
soul to show off his marching and counter-marching, wheel- 
ing and saluting before such bright eyes. But he was suffi- 
ciently disinterested to consider that he could not afford Mrs. 
Sundon and Lady Bell his attendance on this occasion. 

It had come to this, that Master Charles recognised, with 
sad g^und for being disconcerted and disturbed on his 
friends' account, that somehow Mrs. Sundon and Lady Bell 
were wilfuUy and wantonly cutting themselves off from the 
companionship of their equals. 

The ladies could command an ample train of followers any 
day, but that train was ceasing to include ladies like them- 
selves, and friends faithful as Master Charles. 
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Master Charles ventured for the first time to make some 
awkward opposition to Mrs. Sundon and Lady Bell's showing 
themselves at ^s public place. 

A review was tiresome work to onlookers, especially to 
ladies, Master Charles said. This would be nothing but 
shifting clouds of dust and moving bits of red doth, intoler- 
able in such weather, with all the tag-rag and bobtail of 
London looking on. He was to march to the g^und with 
his men, and he might have to return as he had come. If 
he might make so bold as to advise, Mrs. Sundon and Lady 
Bell had better stay at home. 

Mrs. Sundon's indignation blazed up in a moment, yet 
Master Charles had known her the most even-tempered and 
reasonable of women. 

" What, sir, are we to be drilled like your soldiers, and 
that by a greybeard of an officer ? Look, Bell, and tell me 
if his beard has sprouted during the night. I think that 
we have been only too good to you. K there has been any 
impropriety going, it has been in our allowing you to dance 
attendance upon us everywhere ; so that we are not so much 
the worse as you, in your conceit, suppose, for the lack of 
you during one day." 

** Mrs. Sundon," implored Master Charles, ** you mistake 
my meaning." 

But she paid no heed to him. ** A widow, let her be ever 
so charming, and a faded humdrum matron — a mother to 
boot ! Ah, my Caro," — ^Mrs. Sundon turned away clasping 
her hands, till she wrung them hard, — ** when shall I see 
you again ? To think your mother is to be insulted ! " 

** On my life, madam — " cried Master Charles in despe- 
ration. 

** And all because we were fit to dispense with a long lad of 
a subaltern walking after us," Mrs. Sundon interrupted him 
ruthlessly. ''I did not imagine that you were a sentinel 
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standing g^ard on us, Master Charles," she said more oooILj, 
but still alleging a liberty and an offence on his part. 

"Mrs. Sundon, I know that I have been shocking- rude,** 
confessed the poor fellow, in the utmost confusion and dis- 
tress at her anger, fearing that he had gone too far, and 
done more harm than good, and that she would forbid him 
her house and presence next, and find herself alone in a 
dreary labyrinth ; " I'll promise never to offend so again." 

"Oh, a truce to quarrelling; now you take matters too 
seriously," said Mrs. Sundon, hastily nodding pardon to her 
humble servant as she left the room. 

" Indeed, Master Charles, I think you had better repeat 
the offence," commented Lady Bell, startled into an inde- 
pendent judgment. "We are going too fast, and seem to 
be forgetting what is due to ourselves. I don't know what 
has come over us, or the world neither. But what doee it 
signify f " she wound up with a dismal sigh. 



CHAPTER Lm. 

THE BEYIEW AT OLAPEAlf; — ^MBS. Sin!a>017'8 nTTBODTTOIIOV TO 

GAFTAIK FAITE. 

TTHE review was a veiy grand review, and had points of 
speciel interest. In addition to the King, the Dnke of 
"Wurlemburg was there. Among the nobility were their 
Graees of Northumberland — ^not Duchess Anne, whom Lady 
Bell had heard haranguing the election mob from a window 
in Covent Garden, but Duchess Elizabeth, who, with her 
Duke, had given a pledge to the bloody civil war far away — 
for was not Earl Percy at that moment leading the British 
and Hessians among the sumacs and maples of Flat Bush ? 

But more attractive, and winning considerably more atten- 
tion than dukes — ^royal or noble, foreign or native — ^were the 
Indian chiefs who were then on a visit to England, and who, 
as allies of the English, were treated with marked respect by 
King George himself. 

Tl;e chiefs' appearance was hybrid in the extreme on the 
occasion, for the^y wore their native dresses over English 
suits of clothes, and had ensigns' breastplates, while they 
held hatchets in their hands, and displayed war paint on 
their faces. 

Before the review, the order had been given that cf&cers 
and men should be dressed alike, with their hair arrspged in 
the same fashion, while in the war, that they might not be dis- 
17 
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ting^nished firom eaoh other by the American riflemen. One 
of the ceremonies of the day was the presentation of felt caps 
with bla^^k feathers, in common to all. 

But in many respects the review was much like o&er 
reviews a century later. The troops might be a litUe 
clumsier in their manoeuvres, and at once laxer and more 
rigid in their discipline ; but this was a field-day, and there 
was no such dispensation in dress and manners to men mean- 
ing work presently, as that afforded to the Guards in their 
renowned march to Finchley. 

The seasonable summer weather served to make the red- 
coats redder, and to reflect the red in the bluff faces above 
them. Even his Majesty, in full uniform, was crimson in the 
royal cheeks. Lady Bell, sitting with Mrs. Sundon on a 
stand, said the whole corps were like boiled lobsters. 

"Do you prefer blue jackets, Bell? " Mrs. Sundon put it 
to her Mend without any double meaning. 

" Because they are like lobsters unboUed, and may change 
their colour — is that a reason for a preference, Sunny?" 
asked Lady Bell with apparent flippcuicy, while writhing 
imder the simple question. 

There was a great deal of shouting and counter-shouting, 
of what looked to outsiders like performances nipped in the 
bud, and floundering failures, as the troops lumbered here 
and there. 

But the inspecting officers, who ought to have known, de- 
clared themselves satisfied, and the King added his good- 
natured words of praise before he retired into the welcome 
tent provided for the royal shelter and refreshment. 

An ample enough gathering of the wives and daughters of 
the officers imder review kept Mrs. Sundon and Lady Bell in 
oountenance, in their grace shown to Master Charles, who 
had become coy. 

But after a word or two of greeting, Mrs. Simdon and Lady 
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Bell fell apart from the mass of their kind, with the fatality 
which had lately beset the pair. Tet if their suspicious 
sisters had overheard the friends' conyersation, it would have 
been found to be on no more reprehensible person than Miss 
More, of Bristol, whom Mrs. Sundon had once met in a 
Clapham country house, and whom the place reccdled to her 
mind for a moment, when Mrs. Sundon seized the opportunity 
to commend Miss More as a woman of the soundest, most 
enlightened understanding, to Lady Bell. 

Mrs. Sundon and Lady Bell were the two handsomest, but 
not the most enviable women at the review. They were 
drawing to themselves an annoying amount of observation, 
and were frequently acosted with more freedom than was 
agreeable to the ladies, by slight acquaintances among the 
host of men congregated at what was a man's spectacle. 

Even in these circumstances (and when they were scarcely 
done with talking of the excellent Miss More), Mrs. Sundon 
detached herself from Lady Bell, stepping aside a pace to 
take a particular message which a manservant had come up 
to deliver to Mrs. Simdon. Lady Bell could not identify the 
peach and grey livery, and she had an instinctive oonsdous- 
ness that she would never learn that message. 

As the assembled troops were broken up, a company of 
dragoons came galloping in Lady Bell's direction ; a panio 
overcame her, and in trying to get out of the horsemen's 
way, she ran farther apart from Mrs. Simdon standing talking 
to the servant, and in front of the very hoofs which Lady 
Bell had sought to avoid. 

Lady Bell was stopped by a gentleman, who pulled her 
aside and let the dragoons clatter by. 

" I vow I did not know whom I had the honour to assifit," 
protested a voice cruel as death to Lady Bell in its formality, 
and its disclaiming all connection with her or interest in her ; 
and there, under a naval officer's blue coat and cocked hat. 
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towered the figure and frowned the face of Harry Fane. 
** Your friends, madam, are remiss in their caxe." 

Lady Bell gave him no answer, and made no sign. 8he 
was ready to sink with fright and exhaustion, but she would 
sink before she would ding to the protection of the man 
who had sworn to protect her. 

Mrs. Sundon came up. "Why, Bell, what made you 
scuttle into mischief?" She was reproaching her friend 
lightly, since no harm was done. ''Master Charles is to 
attend us home. He has just come up, and it seems he is not 
to march back with his men. I've been telling him that he 
sets his felt cap and black feathers pretty well, and he is gone 
to see after the carriage. Sir, I have to thank you that this 
lady was not overridden, and lefb with the only broken bones 
on the field. Present your friend, Bell, whether he be an 
old friend or a new acquaintance," Mrs. Sundon ended, look- 
ing inquisitively at the ungracious man who, after coming to 
Xady Bell's help, was regarding her so stifiiy and coldly. 

''I knew a little of the gentleman ages ago," answered 
Lady Bell huskily, in a voice that was strange to her own 
ears, and without any distinct consciousness that she was not 
speaking the truth. 

Lady Bell had met Captain Fane for the first time six 
months since, and in the interval she had bound herself to 
him by the most solemn vow. 

Tet, so far as her feelings at that moment were concerned, 
she might have known him in a former state of existence ; 
and she had lived to be cut off from him as the living are cut 
off from the dead. Therefore she was able to say his name 
with a painful, mechanical effort, like a person compelled to 
speak by the will of another. 

"Captain Fane, Mrs. Sundon," said Lady Bell with dry 
throat and parched lips, but without faltering. 

" Ah ! Captain Fane. I daresay I have heard you mention 
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the name/' obserred Mrs. Sundon with carelessness, as she 
curtseyed. ** We shall dispense with troubling the gentle* 
mail farther, shan't we, BeU ? " 

'* Certainly,'* assented Lady BeU, in the same forced and 
distant manner. 

'' I cannot leave women to be trampled under horses' feet, 
or assailed by the scum of a review ground,'' said Harry 
Fane sullenly. 

'' Oh, for that matter, be on no ceremony, sir," cried Mrs. 
Sundon superciliously; *' yonder is our carriage awaiting us, 
and our friend coming to lead us to it." 

At these words he walked away, raising his hat more as a 
trick of custom, than as a deliberate act of leave-taking. 

'^What a sea hedgehog!" exclaimed Mrs. Sundon indig- 
nantly. *' I thought that sort of person had died out of the 
service. And he looked like a gentleman, too, and hardly in 
his prime ! But it is clear he hates us poor women like poison, 
and thinks us as much out of place at a review as if we had 
taken possession of his horrid quazter-dedc. A sort of fellow 
that no woman of spirit could put up with for five minutes." 

**No, Sunny," replied Lady BeU absently. 

''No, we don't want him," Mrs. Sundon continued to con- 
gratulate herself and her friend on Captain Fane's abrupt 
dismissal. '' To bristle up on the plea of being compeUed to 
see us to a place of safety, while he caused us to suffer firom 
his prickles aU the way, and was prepared to stick them into 
any unlucky wight who might dare to approach us ! I have 
known something in my day of these rough buccaneers, the 
old sea admirals, and how they despised the race of women to 
whom the mothers that bore them belonged. I was wrong 
in supposing that such sailors had become extinct ; at least, 
they have left their sons, smoothed down a Httle in keeping 
with the time, to maintain the breed. Come, BeU, you 
.are not minding me ; you have not recovered ^m your 
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fright, or you are bo Billy as to paj heed to a wnarling 
booby." 

Lady Bell was thinking that surely she remembered Hany 
Fane, and that not many months ago, different. 

Had hate to her and his galling sense of the tie which 
existed between them, changed him so much for the worse ? 

Caustic he had been, and a little severe perhaps, as young 
men who hold a high standard are apt to be ; but how often 
his cousin. Lady Bundon, had spoken of him as ** that good 
fellow Hany ;" how well-disposed and even indulgent, in spite 
of his growls, he had always shown himself to Sir Peter, Lady 
Sundon, and their daughters ! These Mends of old standing 
had trusted in Harry Fane's kindness. How willing he 
had been to advise and raise Lady BeU's tastes and pursuits, 
when he could have hardly hoped to profit by the raising I 
How eiamest he had been in the midst of his occasional gruff- 
ness for the general good ! Lady Bell pondered the lament- 
able contradiction wearily, and forgot for a moment to consider 
corresponding contradictions. . 

She herself had been brought very near to denying Harry 
Fane's acquaintance to his face. She had allowed Mrs. 
Sundon to decline his attendance, and openly and ostenta- 
tiously to substitute that of another man, who had not Harry 
Fane's right to escort them. She had let Harry Fane go 
again without the least hint of giving or getting an address 
for the purpose of entering into communioation and explana- 
tion with him. 



CHAPTER LTV. 

THE TBIAIi OF ELIZABETH^ DUCHESS OF KDrGSTOV. 

^pHEEE was to be a show in Ix>iidon which was fit to de« 
tain the great world from Brighthelmstone and^ Tunbridge. 
It was a spectacle which could only occur once in a generation; 
if so often, and which concerned the quality doselj. 

The expitement and intrigues to get places to witness the 
sight were as great as those felt and employed on the occasion 
of a coronation, and men and women went in like manner to 
sit for many hours in full dress, and listen, if not to anthems 
and prayers, to speecheff. 

The men who were not in robes of office, wore uniform, 
court suits, stars, and ribands. The women were in white 
satin, and sky-blue and oximson velvet, though they were 
under the necessity of abstaining from their high plumes, 
because these obstructed the view. 

The view was of a solitary woman, with her attendants, in 
mourning, standing as a prisoner at the bar of the House of 
Peers. In order to watch her and hear her fate, the play and 
the lotteries were abandoned. What spectacle or what cast of 
the dice could equal that of Elizabeth, Duchess of Kingston, 
tried before her peers on a charge of bigamy, with the straw- 
berry-leaves and the great Kingston estates on the one hand, 
and on the other ignominy, impoverishment, being branded 
in the hand by the executioner's iron as a common felon? 
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Into that hand King George 11. had once dropped a fairing, 
when gallant king and envied maid of honour, with a whole 
court, had been playing the rustics, not unsuitably so far as 
coarseness of mind and manners beneath the tissues and 
brocades, went, — at a village fair. 

There was a belle, a toast, and a coquette of the first water, 
who had lorded it in her beauts de diable for her short day, 
whose red and white flesh and sparkling eyes, her airs, vices, 
and follies, had ruled shamefully in London, at Bath, and 
latterly had been presented with their patent of nobility 
at foreign courts, in order to bring England still farther into 
evil repute. 

There was the " Lady Kitty Crocodile" of Footers burlesque, 
on which she had got the Lord Chamberlain to put an interdict ; 
** the modem Moll Flanders " of drawing-room talk and letter- 
writing, which were beyond the Lord Chamberlain's ban. 

She had few 'friends and one deadly enemy, ten times more 
deadly than any *' Meadows " of all the lawful heirs of the 
late Duke of Kingston. 

That enemy was the gross and brutal buUy the Earl of 
Bristol, to whom in a moment of weakness, half a lifetime 
previously, Elizabeth Chudleigh had placed herself in sub- 
jection. He had dogged her footsteps ever since, not in love, 
but hate, helped to blast her reputation by the foulest accu- 
sations, and was now in league with her declared foes to 
accomplish her ruin, and to trumpet her disgrace as far as 
her infamous fame. 

The Duchess of Kingston had carried that fame to Borne, 
where she had sought as a great English " Miladi," rich and 
powerful Hke a princess, with the wrecks of her imperial 
beauty, and the tradition of having had the world at her feet, 
to make a glorious penitent; worthy of a council of popes and 
cardinals. 

But the penitent was restless, and she had borne her name 
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and the romoiir of her deeds still farther — to St. Petersburg, 
"where she had become a congenial associate of the great 
northern she-bear. 

Lady Bell was wild to see the trial, as were many modest 
women of the London of her day. But to few of these 
women could the trial have had the ghastly fascination which 
it held for Lady Bell. Was it not her own stoiy reproduced 
and acted out to its bitter end? In Elizabeth Chudleigh 
could not Lady Bell see and shudder at what she herself 
might become ? 

Li the Admiral, Lord Bristol, who had been simple 
Lieutenant Hervey when he had wedded young Miss Chud- 
leigh down in the country, coidd Lady Bell fail to recognise 
Captain Fane ? 

Ah! yes, Harry Fane might be lost to her for ever, — 
might disown her for some reason of his own unknown to 
her, — ^might kill her by forsaking her without a word ; but 
she would neyer believe that his future contained the loath- 
some wickedness and debasement which foamed out its mire 
and dirt, and trafficked in its own infamy with Augustus, 
Earl of Bristol. 

Westminster Hall was crowded for four days with the 
cream of good company. Peers and peeresses filled the 
interior, from the queen's box to the farthest back bench. 

The biggest wigs of lawyers, in addition to the autliorities 
engaged by the two sides in the case, thronged to hear the 
contest. 

Nothing had been seen or heard like this trial, every one 
who was there said, since the Jacobite trial of Lords Kilmar- 
nock and Balmenno, for the trials of Lord Byron and Earl 
Ferrars, which came between, were here fairly eclipsed. 

Eating and drinking and sleeping ceased to be thought 

o^ when lazy men and delicate women faced the hooting, 

groaning populace without, pushed their way to seats by 
17* 
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right of favour as early as Beven o'clock in the morning'^ and 
wore still to be found in their places fasting and ready to 
drop, but alert and curious to the last, at seren o'clock at 
night. 

Lady Bell was at her post all the four days, so engrossed 
by the principal performers that she oould hardly spare 
attention for the superb company. 

Only now and then, at any crisis in the examination. Lady 
Bell cast a frightened, searching look around her to try if 
she could detect another spectator and listener, who ought to 
be as impressed as herself. 

But when every foot of ground had its owner, and tlie 
lobbies and passages were crammed till they presented one 
living mass, it was almost impossible to distinguish indi- 
viduals. 

Lady Bell drew a long breath when she saw the miserable 
heroine of the day, followed by her attendant women, walk in 
imder the custody of a gentleman of the black rod. She was 
a tall woman, large in every way, wearing the deep black of 
a professed widow, which enhanced the heavy pallor of her 
complexion, unrelieved on this occasion by rouge. 8he 
retained hardly a trace of the beauty which had once turned 
so many heads. She curtseyed quietly to her peers and 
judges, and conducted herself ''for once," people said, with 
decent reticence, though there was no absence of the bold- 
ness, which had grown brazen. She might be a modem 
''Moll Flanders" and a fair actress of a certain sort; she 
was certainly not so honest a woman as either Nan Clarges 
or Lavinia Fenton, who had both worn the strawberry-leaves 
before her. 

The pseudo Dubhess of Kingston read her own plea of 
" not giiilty," prolonging it into a daring casuistic speech 
of some leng^ that had been put into her mouth. In her 
speech she declined to come to particulars, and only main- 
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tained the warrant for her marriage with the Duke of King- 
ston in the sentence of freedom to marry procured by her 
own evidence on oath, from the ecclesiastical council. 

The Duchess sat down. The Attorney-General and the 
Solitttor-General, Harris, Dunning, Calyert, Mansfield, the 
Lord Chief Justice de Grey took up the tale and argued its 
merits learnedly for two days. 

•When the peers had arrived at the point of not knowing 
whether the head or the tcdl of the case was uppermost, or 
indeed which was the head and which the tail, what the 
duchess or countess had done, and what an ecclesiastical 
court could do and could not do, the witnesses were called. 

Lady Bell heard all the witnesses with itching, ringing 
ears, from the elderly waiting-maid who was only too eager 
to deliver her destructive testimony, and who had to confess 
that she was bought over by the enemy, to the confidential 
friend among the peers who stood out like a Quixote on his 
privileges as a man of honour and gentleman to be absolved 
frx)m repeating a private conversation, which, when he was 
compelled to repeat it, proved to be nothing to the purpose. 

Lady Bell leant her head on her hand and listened with 
a weary throb of recognition to many of the details. She 
heard of the short acquaintance which had ripened rankly 
into marriage. She was told of the ceremony celebrated just 
before the bridegroom joined his ship to sail for the East 
Lidies. She had the details of the humble country church, 
where the hurried wedding took place before as small a 
company as possible. 

Lideed, Miss Chudleigh*s and Mr. Hervey's marriage had 
been literally a dark deed, for the time chosen for its cele- 
bration had been night, with the sole light that of a candle 
stuck in a gentleman's hat. Jn her quaking and revolt at 
the familiar particulars, Lady Bell gave a little hysterical 
giggle at that ridiculous episode. 
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The foolish reyisiting of the scene of the marriage, and the 
tearing of the leaf in the parish register by the violent iroman 
who was to profit by the unlawful act, were finally set forth. 
(Had any erasure or abstraction been attempted in or from 
the parish register at Islington, or were such acts of efBron- 
tery and recklessness always left for the woman to commit^ 
Lady Bell wondered duUy ?) 

At last the long four days were orer. The Duchess, or 
the criminal, had again risen to read out her defence in her 
tmdaunted, measured tones, lasting for three-quarters of an 
hour. If she heid been culpable, she pled, who was to 
blame for the culpability ? Who but the members of the 
ecclesiastical court (before which she had sworn that she had 
not married Lieutenant Hervey) ! In accordance with the 
sentence of that court the unoffending Duchess had been, 
as she declared boldly, '' beguiled by false lights himg out 
to allure the ignorant into paths of destruction." 

The Lord High Steward put the Tote of guilty or not 
guilty to each peer in turn. The votes were counted, and 
amidst a strain of expectation and a silence which could be 
felt, imbroken by a rustle or whisper in the great crowded 
hall, the Lord High Steward pronounced the just sentence of 
"guilty." 

Elizabeth Hervey, no longer Duchess of Kingston, but 
Countess of Bristol, neither screamed nor fainted; but be- 
fore the shdbk of the sentence had subsided to any other 
person present, rose nimbly, and glibly and unblushingly 
claimed what still remained to her, a peeress's privilege of 
exemption from the corporal ptmishment in the brand of the 
crime on the right hand of the Countess of Bristol. 

While the judges wrangled anew over the fresh question 
whether the favour belonged to peers alone, or could be ex- 
tended to peeresses, and the worn-out audience interchanged 
exclamations and comments, another woman asserted her 
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right to a woman's weakness, bj falling down in a decul faint 
on the floor of the Hall. 

''A lady swooned," was an announcement which had been 
BO common and sounded so natural in the circumstances, that 
it excited little commotion beyond the inevitable forcing of a 
way by which the senseless woman could be carried out to 
freer air and space, in order to be restored to life. 

The light, slender figure in the general white satin dress of 
the younger ladies, had been tacked on, as it were, to a large 
party, to which she did not belong particularly, and had been 
a somewhat isolated and solitary spectatress and auditress 
during the whole of the days' proceeding^. Accordingly, 
there was nobody near who was so keenly interested as to 
fall into a fit of consternation at her sudden indisposition. 

This was a lady who had neyer been missing from her 
oomer since the trial began. She had rashly exposed herself to 
fatigue which the strongest man could with difficulty sustain. 
There was no wonder that her strength gave way in the end. 

''The lady in the oomer," while she sought a secluded 
position at the trial, was necessarily known to many people 
present, amongst them to one gentleman who had been 
leaning against the nearest doorway, and who simply 
moyed aside to permit her exit, and to a group of gentle- 
men beyond him, who, less reticent, proclaimed the sufferer's 
identity. 

** The frolicsome widow, without her gossip, the wife of 
Bath," remarked the leader of the group; ''the female 
Damon minus the female Pythias. Behold the result ! One 
charming sinner can't stand alone, but is knocked down 
with a feather. What special sympathy with Moll Flanders's 
past, present, or prospective, has turned my Lady Bell so 
white about the gills? There was word of some obscure 
kinsman, but that was so long ago that, gad, she may have 
gone in for half-a-dozen husbands since then." 



CHAPTER LV. 

Ur APTERNOON IN KEKSmOTON GABDEirS. 

T ONDON was in the white heat of Jxily. So much of the 
world as then went out of town for more than John 
Gilpin's day, had betaken itself to country quarters, though 
these were thought far enough off in the villages of Twicken- 
ham, Bidimond, Hackney, or Croydon. 

But Mrs. Sundon and Lady Bell stayed on in their baked 
and bumed-up lodgings in the Haymarket, as if the women 
were become impervious to thick dust, sultry air, and brood- 
ing skies. 

Yet these were the very women who had leamt *to love 
well g^een fields, flowery lawns, blossoming or fruit-laden 
orchards, the first song of the thrush, the last note of the 
robin. A greedy attraction overpowered the innocent, roral 
delights, and a tremendous misfortune had crushed the desire 
for them, with all other desires, out of these sensitive hearts. 

In the absence of ** society," and the knowledge that his 
days with his friends in England were numbered — ^for the 
transport with the contingent of Master Charles's reg^ent 
was to sail in a week — ^the two poor women and their friend 
dung to each other more fondly and wistfully th«ui ever. 

Master Charles went with the ladies one fine afternoon to 
walk in Kensington Gardens, when for the last time Mrs. 
Sundon withdrew from her oompanions, and turned aside to 
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Bit down on a bench by a wretched-looking woman carrying 
a sick child in rags, and to enter into engrobsing conversa- 
tion with her. 

Mrs. Sundon might be a female Vincent de Paul, proposing 
to found a society for the relief of every sufferer in London, 
to judge by her absorption. 

Master Charles and Lady Bell were more restricted in their 
philanthropy; they were full of their companion. They 
could no longer look each other in the face, and deny her 
odd ways; whether some great enterprise and scheme of 
mercy were at their root, or whether they were but signs of 
the breaking up of the foundations, and the mental wreck of 
the woman. 

Master Charles held the first view. ''She is going to 
come out in still truer colours," he maintcdned with tender 
fanaticism to Lady Bell. *' You remember how she put her- 
self out of her way, and would have braved ridicule and 
blame, to interpose in my behalf. I think if I had not 
passed her my word not ti) game, I should have seen her 
grand sweet face appear some night, among the reeking 
faces roimd the card-table, bidding me and my companions 
forbear. She is seeking to save the lost, somehow and some- 
where. She is only more indifferent to the self-sacrifice 
which she is making more complete." 

Lady Bell rather inclined to the latter and more miserable 
view. Under her own smiling reeUessness. or her apathy, 
her endless quips and cranks, or her listlessness. Lady Bell 
felt her heart '' was broke." She knew that she had done 
vezy wrong more than once in her life, and that she was 
paying the forfeit. She had left her husband when she was 
a girl-wife, and after she had lived to be a woman she had 
been given over to a strong delusion, to put herself in the 
power of a husband who had in turn abandoned her. 

So how could Lady Bell hope the best, and refuse to 
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beliere in wrong and misery because it was too bad foi 
beUef ? 

"I shall stand by Sunny to the last," Lady Bell told 
Master Charles^ '' though I think she is ceasing to care for 
me. She hardly listens to what I say when we are abroad 
together, or during meals ; as for any other time at home, 
she is shut up about her own business, with which nobody 
must meddle ; but which brings the strangest characters more 
and more about her." 

''Do they follow her to her lodgings now?" inqtdred 
Master Charles anxiously. 

*' On the night of the assault upon the watch-house in 
Moorfields," communicated Lady Bell, ** I passed two rough 
men in dreadnoughts on our stairs, and I saw by the lamp 
the gleam of the cutlasses with which those other desperate 
characters that wounded the watchmen and rescued the 
prisoners, were armed. Qod knows what possesses Sunny, 
what she has done, or means to do. But I shcdl be lost 
indeed if I lose her, when you are gone to the wars, from 
which men never come back — ^no, never as they went^ I 
mean. Their bodies may return, and their spirits too, for 
that matter ; but they are not the same men — oh, far firom 
it ! " Lady Bell shook her head with the sombre wisdom of 
experience. 

''I swear that you will find me the same," volunteered 
Master Charles with vehement confidence. 

''You need not tell me that," Lady Bell contradicted the 
speaker quite indignantly; "I cannot believe it, sir, not in 
the least. I say that I have seen men as good change so 
utterly, that their nearest and dearest woidd never have 
known them again. There is no occasion to be offended, 
Master Charles," continued Lady Bell more lightly ; " think 
of the xeverses, the accidents in life, think what weak orea- 
tures we are. Pooh ! you may arrive at home to find me 
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grown as fat as Miss Kingsoote, or become a nim, or turned 
farmer, or joined the * Blues,' and "writing a book in Grub 
Street." 

'' It is more likely that I shall hear of you as Lady Bell — 
something else than Trevor." Master Charles really felt 
flat, and was not in spirits for nonsense, but he rallied to 
make the remark which might be expected from him. '* You 
win have owned a master, and be following his lead." 

"You will sooner hear of me in my grave," said Lculy 
Bell wil^ such abrupt earnestness that he started and looked 
at her. 

Was this other friend, only less dear to Master Charles 
than Mrs. Sundon — ^this girl who was like a sister to him, 
struggling in toils of her own — dreading to perish in his 
absence ? 

Lady Bell saw the impression which she had made, and 
was quick in trying to smile it away. "Don't miad me, 
Master Charles," she recommended to him, "you know I 
talk a great deal of random chatter, — ^I always did. You 
have enough troubles, poor fellow, without being additionally 
burdened by my fancies. Girls have no end of fancies. Sure, 
I am pure well, only moping at odd moments for the town 
being full .again, and the breezes blowing fresher, and these 
sere leaviBs," catching at a prematurely dried and, crackling 
cluster, " being stained an honest brown." 

"I know that you used to wish time would fly faster, and 
the months run on," Master Charles reminded her. 

"Oh! I was a little fool," she cried, "the greatest Httle 
fool in the world. I did not know what the months were 
running on to — ^to make me a withered old woman. Master 
Charles, and you a stiff old veteran, perhaps walking lame, 
or wheezing with an Lidian swamp cough. But let us turn 
to the opposite extreme. Do you remember how we plucked 
flpwers, and collected feathers, and scrambled up banks and 



402 LADY BELL. 

skipped down again, and sang* and danced at dear old Nut- 
field and Summerliill ? My youth was spent there, and X 
have always that season to be thankful for.'' 

Although she was laughing, tears which sprung up more 
easily and were harder to force down now than formerly, 
shone in her eyes. He was struck with what he had been 
previously blind to. 

Lady Bell's pale, dark-eyed beauty was paler and darker- 
eyed than it had eyer beeu before, for the paleness Terged 
on wanness, and the soft gloom of the eyes was increased till 
it shadowed the whole face. There was less of the little 
figure than there used to be. The small bones of the wrist and 
elbow, where she had pulled off one long glove for coolness, 
the collar-bones under her neckerchief, heid become prominent. 

Lady Bell was falling away in flesh far more than Mrs. 
Sundon had fallen away. For that matter, Mrs. Sundon had 
the magnificent framework of a woman magnificent in con- 
stitution, as in everything else. But a small being like Lady 
Bell, if she took to vanishing, might soon be a sprite 
altogether, with her cast-off bones deposited in church-yard 
soil, as she foreboded. 

Master Charles sighed heavily, with the conviction that the 
whole world was out of joint, and he was bound for the wars, 
leaving these dear and tender women to fear and fail as they 
might, without him. 

Lady Bell had been simply walking by Master Charles's 
side. He proceeded to draw her arm through his, in the 
pain and consternation of the conviction that the meny, 
charming girl of whom he had been fond in an honest, manly 
way, was growing weak and weary. 

'' Lean on me, dear Lady Bell," he charged her, thinking 
farther, ** Take what good you can of me while you have me. 
It is little that I can do for you, but you are heartily weLoome 
to that little, before I am fSar away." 
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There was just a sprinldiiig of company in tlie Gardentf, 
and that sprinkling hovered near the manj-windowed red 
palace, with its red sentinels, or took refuge by the water. 

There was the great stillness about, which sometimes de- 
scends on the world in the fiill blaze of a summer afternoon, 
when ihe birds, with nothing more to hope for in the perfec- 
tion of the year, have given over singing for the season ; and 
all life besides, even the young human life of streets and 
suburbs, is for once tired out, and fain to be quiet. 

The glow of the sun was well shut out in the side avenue 
which Lady Bell and Master Charles were traversing. 

Those were still g^and old elm trees, which had shaken 
their bold boughs over earlier generations and former reigns. 
Lady Bell had cast a stigma on their parched and scorched 
leaves, showing many an untimely, sickly or dead, straw or 
ash-coloured tint, in the prevailing dusky summer green. 

But few free and fresh oountiy trees in dewy meadows and 
hedgerows afforded more gratefril^hade, or interlaced their 
boughs into such welcome aisles, as these faithful guardians 
of the old palace park in the old court suburb. 

The turf below was as soft as velvet in its olive moss^ It 
was pleasant to recall what brave men and fair women had 
trodden that turf and walked beneath these trees. 

At this moment Lady Bell and Master Charles formed a 
couple not unsuitable to the locality. They might represent 
a pair of lovers, or a young husband and wife. In either 
light they looked a picture of fearless confidence and trustful 
rest, while they passed tranquilly along, as it were too happy 
to speak — so happy, that happiness in its entire fulfillment 
waxed dumb, and borrowed a shade of pensiveness. 

Lady Bell and Master Charles were altogether unlike the 
yoimg couple who stole out secretly, and met under the bleak 
Spring skies and the bare boughs of the Mall at St. James's, 
wild with agitation, to confess their love and cling to eaoih 
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other ere they parted for montha, and years, or for eyer, sob- 
bing the one moment, laughing the next, not daring to give 
themselves time to think, to look g^ave, to draw back before 
they rushed to bind themselves to each other by a tie which 
only death could break. 

Master Charles and Lady Bell were like lovers in a dream, 
treading there so peacefully and contentedly ; and like the 
mad nightmare into Which a quiet dream sometimes breaks^ 
came the catastrophe. 



CHAPTER L7I. 

▲ HAT TOSSED OIT. — ^LADY BSLL PI0X8 T7P ▲ OAXTirrLST. 

A S the couple in their promenade rounded a dump of trees, 

a gentleman adrancing in the opposite direction met 

them unexpectedly face to face, took in at a glance their 

whole aspect, and could no longer resist the deiril in him, as 

lie had resisted it in former temptations. 

In an instant a gloomy face became black as night with 
jealousy, rage, and hatred. The next moment the new- 
comer did what sounds a smflill and siUy thing, but what was 
in fact ominous enough — ^he stepped a foot nearer, snatched 
Master Charles's laced hat from his head, and flung it among 
the trees. 

Master Charles was in such sheer amazement that he 
stood thunderstruck. His brown hair was slightly matted 
about the flushed forehead and youthful face, before he shook 
it back and broke out into a passionate oath : '' Man, if you 
are not mad, you shall answer for this. What do you mean 
by such a monstrous insult — ^before a lady, too ? " 

''I shall be rejoiced to answer for the insult, and to tell 
you my meaning, if indeed that is necessary, behind the 
lady's back, Ensign Kingscote," answered Harry Fane with an 
ugly grin, which showed his teeth. 

Lady Bell had not screamed at first, or hastened to inter- 
pose between the men. She had merely dropped the arm 
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which Master Charles had given her, and remained riyeted 
to the spot. But she screamed now with a sharp ringing 
cry, as if it were she who was to suffer the shooting or 
stabbing for which this tossing off of the hat paved the waj. 

She stretched out her arms as if she would with their 
feeble help, ward off blows, and she appealed piteoualj to 
Master Charles. 

'' Don't mind him, he is mad — ^he has been mad for long — 
let him do what he will ; come with me." And she ran 
aside, picked up Master Charles's hat, and held it out to 
him imploringly, while Captain Fane looked on savagely, and 
misunderstood every word and act. 

His mind in a flash drew the falsest comparison between 
Leidy Bell in Kensington Gardens and '' wanton Shrews- 
bury *' among the trees of Cleveden ; and he said to him- 
self, that in order to make the analogy complete, it was a 
pity Shrewsbury's successor did not have a horse to hold for 
this follow, while another horribly injured husband's blood 
was shed. But, by Heaven ! he should shed his blood 
dearly, and put his mark on this lad, only less miserable 
than himself. 

'' No, no. Lady Bell." Master Charles put aside her peti- 
tion with rough freedom in his hot resentment. '' It may be 
mighty flne what you know in excuse for this villain, but I 
cannot listen to it ; my honour as a gentleman and soldier is 
concerned. You must leave me to settle my own account." 

''There are two of us desiring the settlement," remarked 
Captain Fane grimly, beginning, however, to recover from 
his fit of blind fury. '' But we may as well transcu^ the 
business reg^arly," he said, with swift scorn of himself, 
eidded to the sickening scorn, in alternation with the fierce 
wrath, which he felt against the pair before him; " we need 
not make an uproar, and we may dispense with either a* park- 
keeper's or a lady's presence." 
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Harry Fane was again atriving to put that curb upon him- 
self, which even on a bitterly shameful extremity might 
be demanded of a man of sense and discipline, half a dozen 
years older than the beardless, swaggering boy whom a light 
woman in her idle folly had preferred to her husband, and 
had vilely put in his place. 

Harry Fane forced himself briefly to defer his yengeance, 
and to go through the form of raising his hat and ofPering 
his card to Master Charles, still swelling and stuttering with 
astounded indignation, while Captain Fane pledg^ himself 
that he would be at home to receive any messenger on Mr. 
Eingscote's part for the next twenty-four hours. 

But Lady Bell had not withdrawn, as Master Charles had 
bidden her, from an encounter with which she could not cope, 
tending on a discussion which was not within a woman's pro- 
vince, though like many a woman in a similar case, she was 
at the bottom of the mischief. She continued close by, a 
determined and desperate witness of all that passed. 

Lady Bell had been foiled in her appeal to her friend. 
She had no resource but to address her former lover and 
husband. She must ask mercy from the man at whose hands 
she had not sought justice, whose treatment of her, so far as 
she could see, had been dastardly and cruel beyond com- 
prehension, imless she would be the death of her innocent, 
manly friend and brother. Master Charles. 

At that moment Lady Bell had so great a pity for Master 
Charles's youth and manliness, for ike hopes ti^at she knew 
had been set upon him down at Nutfleld and Lumley 
(where everybody had been kind to her, and where she had 
been happy, as she had said lately, during a season), for £dl 
that Master Charles was to the simple, homely soul, his 
sister, who had sheltered and petted Lady Bell, that she did 
not seem to grudge the utmost that she could do in his 
service. 
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Lady Bell stepped int)o tiie breach like Mrs. Sundoti, 
from whom they had strayed into such harm. Lady Bell, 
too, could put aside her wrongs and sorrows for a space. She 
was perfectly calm, though deadly white, when she spoke to 
Harry Fane. 

''Captain Fane," she said, ''I have held my tongue till 
now, when I must speak to prevent murder. Yes, it will be 
murder without provocation or reason, if you go out and 
fight Master Cheaies, with whom you have no quarrel, except 
tiiat he has cdways been my friend. Wreak your vengeance 
on me, since I have monstrously offended you ; but spare 
him. He is l^s sister's only brother ; he is the young Squire 
of Nutfield, who is to restore his father's house." 

" I have nothing to do with that," growled Harry Fane. 

"Have done, or I shall never forgive you. Lady Bell,*' 
fumed Master Chsurles in one breath. 

But she had not done. ''I know that," she went on, 
addressing Harry Fane; ''but you see how young he is, in 
the first flush of life, going to the wars in search of fortune 
and glory, but it may only be to win an honourable grave. 
Need you anticipate the last ? You are years older, Hany 
Fane, and you know as well as I do what life brings. I 
dare say it would be no more than kindness to cut short 
this life, but have you the heart to do it?" 

She looked up in his face for the first time since she had 
spoken. Then she shut her eyes, and staggered back to a full 
consciousness of her own misery. She could not bear to see 
the agony of condemnation and reproach in the set face, or 
to look on the features which, irregular and weather->bealten as 
they were, she had learned to think the model of manly 
beauty, and to call her Harry's traits. These were written 
on her heart, even to the knit of the brow and the trick of 
the lip, and they filled her with a piteous, vain yearning for 
the dear face to be turned kindly on her once more. 
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Thus the living, Yisited by a dream-phantom, or by the 
<^ance resemblance of a passer-by, yearn for the dead re- 
stored to life again — to see, to hear, and to hold as of old in 
a loTing jBmbraoe. 

• 

" You plead well, Lady Bell, if jou were not pleading to 
me," was wrung from Harry Fane, 

'' I will have no more pleading for me, Lady Bell," cried 
Master Charles, as bewildered as ever in his rage ; only dear 
tiiat he would not be defended by Lady Bell, or by any 
other. 

And she pled no more for him. She had literally lost 
sight of Master Charles and all that concerned him, in that 
fleeting glance at Harry Fane's face, which had rolled back 
the tide of feeling and recollection to the time when he 
loved her, and was mad to marry her. It was to save 
Harry Fane from a desperate deed and a long remorse, 
that she was fain at last to humble herself in the dust before 
him. 

" Oh Harry, Harry," — she pressed up to her husband, 
whispering, but in accents which Master Charles could still 
catch, marveUing, and recoiUng petrified,— ** am I worthy 
of such a sacrifice ? Could you not let me go, believing, at 
least, that I shaU not willingly cross your path ? Do not 
stain your hands and conscience for me. Do not slay or 
be slain on my wretched accoimt. Live to forget me, what* 
ever I have cost you — ^to be a gallant officer and the good 
man in a wicked world that I believed you." 

"You teU me plainly that you do not deserve tiiat this 
gentleman and I should fight for you," he exclaimed, putting 
his own merciless construction on her unwitting words, and 
writhing as he did it. 

"Yes, yes," she assured him eagerly, thinking as she 
spoke of "errors, not crimes;" of her rebellion and flight 
from Squire Trevor; of the oompromlsing rashness, the 

18 



410 LABY BELL. 

setting at naught of her friends, in her second maniage. 
''I have been a proud, selfish girl, and see what has come 
of it. You used not to approve of duelling ; jou called it a 
barbarous practice. You said it was a rude remnant of 
savage violence, that wanted being put an end to. You 
agreed that there might be greater courage in declining, 
than in consenting to fight a duel. I recollect what oth^« 
will recoUect also. Will you g^ive the lie to the whole tenor 
of your life, after what I have said to you?" 

"No more," Harry Fane charged her, turning away; 
''you are right here. Mr. Elingscote, the matter rests with 
you ; but if this will serve your turn, I say I am sorry that 
I have troubled you and myself in this miserable afiSair." 
He was g^ne without another word or look. 

''Lady BeU, you must explain yourself, and this scene, 
which is altogether unaccountable," Master Charles said at 
last, hardly knowing what he said or what to think at the 
end, any more than at the beginning. " Shall I follow the 
fellow, and knock him down, after all, though for the life of 
me I cannot tell what ails him ?" 

"Knock him down. Master Charles!" cried Lady Bell 
with an odd laugh, which tingled through the lad's nerves. 
" I should like to see you do that ! You must measure your- 
self with fitter adversaries. You may be another little David, 
but you can never conquer this Gk)liath. He is beside him- 
self, but he is worth us all ten times over, do you hear that ? 
I say it. He is a true and noble gentleman, only beside 
himself." 

"He ought not to be at large," objected Master Charles 
doggedly ; and then he thought himself justified in insisting, 
" But what has made him beside himself and what have you 
to do with him?" 

"Oh, never mind that now, Master Charles," sighed Lady 
Bell, putting her hand on her breast to stay the fluttering at 
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her heart. " It is a long fltory— do I owe it you ? I cannot 
tell. Spare me at present, Master Charles; oh! do you 
spare me. Let us return to Sunny, and say nothing of this 
enoounter, till I haye time to think and make up my 
mind.'' 



CHAPTER L7IL 

MASTER CHABLE8 PATS A FOBMAL TISIT. 

\f ASTER CHARLES waa reduced to the lowest ebb of 
"^^^ doubt and difitraction regarding bia friends. He com- 
plied so far with Lady Bell's petition, coinciding as it did with 
his own instinct, not to add inconsiderately to Mrs. Sundon's 
tribulation by the tale he had to telL 

Master Charles tried to get an interview with Lady Bell 
next morning, for the piirpose of inducing her to oonEde in 
him; but Lady Bell pleaded what might very weU be a 
real obstacle — ^indisposition. 

He was aware, too, that though he had her in a Ute-d-UU, 
it might be to no purpose. He knew of old how she could, 
when she would, go off at a tangent, vindicating the preroga- 
tives of her sex and rank, when, her dig^ty being equal to 
her softness, wild horses, metaphorically speaking, could not 
draw a secret from Lady BeU. 

But a young woman like Lady Bell ought not to be left to 
herself. She should have a friend to act for her, whether 
this mad fellow, who had been in plain clothes, but whose 
name it struck Master Charles, on reflection, was the same as 
that of the naval captain who had brought home an American 
prize a month back, were some unacknowledged connection 
by blood of the late Earl of Etheredge's, or whether he held 
and abused some power over Lady Bell. She should have a 
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friend to act for her, Master Charlee decided, becoming abso- 
lutely fatherly in his brotherliness. 

Master Charles cudgelled his generous, honest young 
brains, and arrived at a conclusion worthy of them. 

Master Charles returned from his fruitless attempt at seeing 
Lady Bell, and discovering from her on what pretence a man 
whom she still professed to hold in honour could, unless he 
were mad indeed, come up and grossly insult her companion, 
simply because he was her companion, in a public place, and 
after she had succeeded in preventir.g the inevitable conse- 
quences, could leave her with a parting taunt as to her share 
in the quairel. 

Master Charles repaired to a coffee-house, dined there, and 
was particular in making his afternoon toilette. 

In those days soldiers and sailors went abroad under their 
respective colours. Master Charles saw that his uniform, his 
hair, his gloves, and square-toed shoes were in proper punc- 
tilious order. 

He first studied a card which he had in his pocket, and 
then he sallied forth, ruffling out his cravat and frills, and 
twirling his cane with a certain self-satisfaction, but not so 
much like a military fopling as in the character of a man 
whose mind is made up to the fairest alternative. 

Master Charles's destination was Captain Fane's lodgings 
in Bed Lion Square, Holborn, next door to the house of Mr. 
John Harrison, who had received a grant from Parliament 
for constructing timekeepers so as to ascertain longitude and 
latitude. 

Master Charles was boimd for the braving of Lady Bell's 
madman — ^not to assault him at a disadvantage — ^not even to 
carry him a cartel, since by the laws of duelling a principal 
in a duel could not convey his own challenge. 

Master Charles was on his way to offer and reqidre sti^te- 
ments which might demolish an ugly brood of mistakes. 
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But if not, and if called on to inflict punishment^ Master 
GLarles would not be found wanting, however ineffectual 
Ladj Bell had taunted him, as a dealer of retribution, and 
with his arm nerved by a righteous cause, as well as by his 
own vigorous joung thews and sinews, he should dispense 
summary justice where it was due. 

Such a course was well-nigh impossible to a guilty man, 
however high-spirited, or however arch a hypocrite. It was 
only likely to suggest itself to a pure-minded gentleman, and 
to a young fellow of sense, as well as virtue, whose nature 
was open and honourable, and who feared no inspection 
either of his motives or his actions. I^Ioreover, it was a line 
of conduct which would hardly have been practicable to a 
man in the least degree overbalanced by passion, who could 
not take the whole circumstances, and his relation to them, 
into calm consideration. 

This reasoning was so patent, that when Master Gharleay 
declining to send in his name beforehand^ was shown as " a 
gentleman on business " into the parlour where Hany Fane 
was sitting, sternly applying himself to some scientific data, 
even Harry, possessed and besotted as he was, felt for a 
second staggered in his convictions. 

But there is such a rare thing as '' unparalleled audacity," 
and Harry Fane was under widely different influences £rom 
those which guided Master Charles. 

Harry Fane could not succeed in striking out every gleam 
of light from a mind naturally open to light ; but the bare 
sight of the dashing, blooming young soldier caused Hany's 
blood to boil, and sent it in a tumultuous, overpowering rush 
to his brain. 

'' I thought that we had done with each other, sir," quoth 
Harry as he rose, glaring and snarling at his visitor; '' but 
if you are of a different opinion, I am with you. No abstract 
iheozy of duelling need apply to an exceptional case. I am 
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ready to meet you here with locked doors and our Birords, dr 
with pistols across the table, as you choose." 

'' Good God ! " protested Master Charles, with the freshest 
surprise and indignation, '' what have I done, or what do 
you think I have done, that you should be ready for us to 
butcher each other in this fashion ? I did not come here for 
butchery." 

" Did Lady Bell " — ^with all his efforts Harry Fane oould 
not keep his voice under entire control when he spoke her 
name — " send you to me ? " he demanded sharply. 

" Lady Bell Trevor knows nothing of my being here, where 
I came to tell my story and to hear yours, sir," retorted 
Master Charles, with the sedate digniiy and authoiiiy of an 
aspersed man seeking to dear himself. 

''The stories will reflect prodigious credit on Lady Bell 
TV-Mw," said Captain Fane bitterly, with an emphasis on the 
proper name which was a profound mystery to Master Charles. 
But he would not let himself be disturbed or turned from his 
intention by the invidious accent, whether or not it might 
prove the saturnine naval officer stark mad or the victim 
of some extraordinary imposture, or in an unexplained way 
connected with Lady Bell through her late husband, instead 
of through her father, the deceased earl. 

** You shall hear me, and then come to a decision," Master 
Charles said, perhaps with a little exasperating tone of dicta- 
tion, wariness, and soothing in his voice. For Captain Fane 
flew up, breathing fire and smoke more furiously than ever. 

** Upon my soul, I don't know why I should hear you, Mr. 
E^ingscote," he cried, rapidly losing his self-restraint. ''Let 
me tell you what common decency might have told you, 
that though I don't think it worth while to revenge myself 
by inflicting proper chastisement upon you, after what I 
heard, still your presence here is so insolent and intoler- 
able an intruBion, so outrageous an insult^ that it may end 
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in my not being able to help ridding myself of your pre- 
sence by throwing yon out of the window. Bemember, 
BIT, there is no miserable woman here to get yon spared by 
her own degradation." 

''Inflict proper chastisement! Throw me out of the 
window ! Lady Bell degrading herself to spare me ! " 
panted Master Charles with a flush. At the same time be 
stepped back in open-mouthed consternation at the height 
of the madness of the full-grown, powerful man whose 
superiority Lady Bell had Touched for, and who was yet 
at large and holding a commission in His Majesty's navy, so 
much to the purpose that a recent QasietU had chronicled, 
with a flourish which Master Charles recollected to hare read 
with envy, Captain Fane's disting^shed capture of a frigate 
from the enemy. 

But Master Charles rallied like a brare young fellow from 
the shock of the compromising violence, and reverted faith- 
fully to the upright, rational design with which he had come. 

'' Do you know to whom or of whom you are speaking, 
Captain Fane ? ^ he asked gravely. *' At least hear me (the 
greatest offender has a right to be heard), though it may 
be of no use, and then speak of throwing me out of the 
window." 

Li a frenzy as Harry Fane was, the courageous single- 
heartedness of the lad made its way. 

'' Say what you have got to say," Harry yielded angrily 
and with a heavy sigh, standing up against the window- 
shutter, " and be quick about it, for I cannot answer for 
myself I have shown you beforehand that your words 
are of no moment to me; but have them out, and let us 
be quit of each other in one way or another. For my part, 
sir, I desbre never to see your face again." 

Master Charles cleared his throat formally, and rested hia 
hand on the back of a chair. 
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"It has been a pride and pleasure to me," began the 
young fellow, ** to be of the least use or service to two ladies 
for whom I have so deep a reverence, so high a regard, as 
that which I feel for Lady Bell Trevor and her friend, Mrs. 
Sundon." 

" A truce to your abominable affectation and hypocrisy." 
Harry Fane ground the words through his teeth. 

Master Charles paid no heed. He was bent on going 
through with his task. 

" I knew Lady BeU first. Indeed she lived in our house — 
with my sister and me, I mean — ^for many months. She had 
g^ne away when she was a mere girl fix)m her home, after 
some quarrel with old Squire Trevor, to whom her friends 
had married her so unsuitably, and she fell in, when travel- 
ling, with the great actress, Mrs. Siddons. I daresay you 
have heard so much, and can foUow me," broke off Master 
Charles, having an irresistible desire to ascertain how far he 
was impressing his listener. 

Captain Fane merely nodded stilkily. Something of this 
Lady Bell had told him, and the old story, with its indis- 
cretion and simplicity, and even its slight fantasticalness, 
bringing up the old figure of the woman with whom he 
had fallen so madly in love, somehow shook his conviction of 
her untruth. 

Oh, the drivelling folly of the doubt when he had re- 
turned so soon to find her levity the disgraceful theme in 
every mouth, to hear her talked of as the widow whose 
giddy, froward pranks were common property — and she 
no widow, but the new-made wife of a man absent, ex- 
posed to danger and death, a woman whose peculiar cir- 
cumstances ought to have detained her in the strictest 
seclusion, or taught her the most heedful carefulness in 
society. 

After what his own eyes had seen of her and his own ears 
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heard her tongue admit, what could she be but the fine lady 
deeply tainted, nay, engrained with evil ? 

She had been so greedy of conquest that she had even 
angled for the admiration of a poor, plain man, who had 
earned undeservedly the reputation of being a philosopher; 
•and when she had fooled him to the top of her bent, her end 
was served, to his life-long dishonour and misery, 

'^ Mrs. Siddons recommended Lady Bell as a oompanion 
to my sister. Lady Bell was then passing under the name 
of Miss or Mrs. Barlowe," explained Master Charles, with 
anxious elaboration, ''as a better protection against any 
pursuit from her husband, and she was glad to stop and be 
out of the way at Nutfield. It was a mutual benefit for her 
to be with us," declared Master Charles, with the most per- 
fect transparency in his ofiP-handedness. '* We grew as fond 
of her as possible before we had a notion that she was a 
woman of quality — of title at least. She was so gracious and 
obliging, so ready to be amused. She would teach me as 
well as Deb all sorts of things — games and dances. We were 
like brother and sister." 

Was the relation aiifully suggested ? It did not sound so. 

"Then Mrs. Sundon came to Nutfield for summer quar- 
ters." Here Master Charles manifestly faltered, bent hia 
head, coloured to the temples, and was forced to pause for 
an instant. When he spoke again it was with indignant 
haughtiness. 

** There is no need to bring into our conversation the name 
of the best and most unfortunate of women, whose misfor- 
tunes should throw a shield over her, as her virtues shed a 
halo round her, except to say that she had known Lady Bell 
before, and immediately recognised her, and that when 
Squire Trevor's death set Lady Bell free, and enabled her to 
cast aside all disguise, she and Mrs. Sundon took up house 
together at Summerhill, near Nutfield, and still did me the 
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honour of calling me their friend. Poor generous, gentle 
souls ! a man may wonder at their stiU being able to trust 
in him/' Master Charles could not help exclaiming in a 
paroxysm of compassion and wrath, "after what they hare 
suffered from men. But stay, I cannot hear myself speak ; 
what is the uproar without ? " cried Master Charles, coming 
to a dead stop, forced to give way to a sudden tumult and 
clatter of many feet, with the hubbub of many voices in the 
street below. 

As the noise continued and the strong rush of passers-by 
did not abate, Captain Fane flung up the window at his side. 

In immediate response to the action several voices shouted 
up, ''A gang of false coiners seized in a house in Holbom, 
a gentleman of quality among them — ^the same that stabbed 
one of his own sort in a gambling-house brawl last year, and 
was thought to have been let slip beyond seafi— one Mr. 
Sugden or Sutton, of a place in a midland county — a greater 
capture than that of the brothers Perreau." 



0HAPTEEL7IIL 

AK ABBE8T AITI) A SESCUX. 

llfASTEB CHAELES leapt up as if he had been shot. 
** Qood Lord ! what a strange ooiucideiice ! " A spasm 
passed across his face, leaying its fresh comeliness shocked 
and perturbed in ererj line. 

He kept in the background, and yet looked out with an 
eager fascination when he and Harry Fane, as if by mutual 
consent, dropped their discussion for a moment, and stood 
ready to st&re with the crowd, already packed and jostling 
each other for places in the line which the arrested gang 
would trayerse. 

The false coiners were on foot, walking in a file, hand- 
cuffed, and guarded by watchmen and soldiers on their 
certain way to the gallows. 

The men looked for the most part, whether hanging their 
heads, dead-beaten, or holding them up with ef&ontery, a set 
of dirty, ill-conditioned mechanics or dissolute tradesmen — 
with one single exception. 

It was that of a man who had been wounded in the fray 
at the arrest, and was carried last in a chair. To those who 
could see into the chair there was presented a soiled and torn 
heap of velvet, cambric, and lace, belonging to a half recum- 
bent figure, with the eyes dosed, though the convulsive work- 
ing of the muscles of the face was still perceptible. The 
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features were not bo stricken and wasted by debauchery and 
ruin as to be entirely deprived of their original signs of dis- 
tinction and refinement. 

Captain Fane looked out with a sternness that was callous 
in its hardness. These villains were worse than so many 
privateers or smugglers, inasmuch as the former prosecuted 
their base calling with comparative ease and security, till 
they met their deserts by being snared like rats in a hole. 
And what had he to do with them or the depraved man of 
rank who was the chief criminal ? 

Lady Bell had been foolishly fond of that criminal's wife 
in the days when Sundon of Chevely was no worse than an 
idle, dissipated gentleman. 

What, again, had Harry Fane to do with that ? He was 
fast dismissing every appeal to his mercy in a similar fashion. 
His old benevolence, with his tolerance, seemed rapidly dying 
out of his poisoned moral nature. His own sorrow and wrong 
so possessed him, that, while it drove him to do a great wrong 
in return, it shut him in from farther sympathy with, and 
feeling for, his fellows. 

Master Charles drew so deep a sigh it was almost 
an appalled sob. See! his successful rival. Here was 
what Mrs. Simdon's first love, her wedded husband, had 
come to! 

The next moment Master Charles started violently, clutched 
his hat, and sprang to the door. 

*'Stop, sir," cried Harry Fane imperiously, "you have 
not ended the explanation which you volunteered. I shall 
not allow you to get off like this. What the devil is Sundon 
of Chevely's arrest to you or me ? I will have no paltering, 
no mocking me." 

"I cannot stay," Master Charles looked rotmd to shout. 
** You would not ask me if you had eyes in your head or a 
mind for anything but your own madly selfish delusions. If 
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it liad not been for you I should have been with mj friends 
to advise and protect them from themselves this afternoon. 
Don't you see she is there, and Lady Bell with her, in a 
coach, following him to Tothill Bridewell or to Newgate? 
My God ! to think what she must have suffered, and what 
she is going to face ! " 

Down the stair flung Master Charles, followed doee by 
Captain Fane, the two elbowing their way, the one more 
furiously than the other, like a couple of madmen through 
the crowd, to the coach. Luckily for its pursuers, it was 
wedged in till it was all but stopped at this point of its 
progress. 

Master Charles knew perfectly what Ee should say and 
do. He was about to implore, ** Let me go with you, Mrs. 
Sundon ; I shall not presume, I shall not speak a word, I 
shall keep out of sight if you wish it — only let me be at hand 
to defend you, speak for you, if necess^iy, fetch and cany 
for you." 

Captain Fane was but making up his mind in the whirl of 
one distracting moment, as he caught a glimpse of two pale, 
handsome young women, composed as became their order, 
even under this trying ordeal, though Lady Bell's eyes were 
swimming, and she had difficulty in keeping herself from 
swaying to and fro, with the weakness of recent indis- 
position. 

Lady Bell had come away in so great a hurry to stand by 
her friend to the last, that she had only time to throw a 
mantle over her |;^^t^ «0»^ dressing-gown. It was delirious 
in Lady Bell to go out in such a state of health, and if Mrs. 
Sundon had not been crazier than her friend she would not 
have permitted it. 

To venture to Newgate, into the court, before the magis- 
trates, into the vile common room with its vile company,^ if 
the gentlewomen could force their way thither, was rather 
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worse than a descent into Hades to rescue from the infernal 
shades a Proserpine or a Enrydice. 

To crown all, Lady Bell, who had heard and seen like- 
nesses and caricatures of the infamous Mrs. Budd in her high 
head-gear and fashionable dress, as she figged in the great 
Perreau caae, was not at all sure whether she, Ladj Bell, 
and Sunny, by identifying themselves with the wretched man 
before them, might not be regarded as accomplices, taken up, 
and tried on their own account. 

Master Charles was first at the coach window on his side, 
and put up his petition. 

Mrs. Sundon saw and heard him, and turned to him. She 
altogether denied his request, where she herself was con- 
cerned ; but she denied it with a kind sense of its kindness, 
even in circumstances so supreme, and in the same breath 
she claimed a favour from him. 

"No, my friend," she said, **I know all that you would 
wish, but I can take no more from you. Forgive me that I 
have taken so much, and that without giving you my con- 
fidence. There is one relief in my misery to-day, that I can 
openly follow my falsely-accused husband. We have no 
farther discovery to fear, God help us. He is my own hus- 
band ; my own dear husband ag^n, in the day of his sore 
distress. No, Master Charles, there is no man, however lost, 
who would be so heartless as to molest a poor woman waiting 
on her captured, injured husband. I do not fear it. But I 
have a charge for you. Take Lady Bell away to some place 
of shelter, lead her safely home. I shall send to you there. 
Bell. I did not know what I was doing when I let you 
come. No, I tell you no. Bell ; this is nobody's business 
save mine. There is only one person whom a woman is 
justified in following to prison." 

'' Ay, madam, and there is only one who may bid a woman 
follow him," interrupted Harry Fane roughly, pulling open 
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the coach door, ** and who may count on her obedience if she 
be an honest woman. Stand aside, sir, this is not joux place," 
to Master Charles. To Mrs. Sundoft — '' You shall diire on, 
madam, in a moment, to your husband, and God help jou '' 
(with a little relenting in his Toice), ''but let Lady BeU Fans 
come to her husband when he calls upon her.'' 

Lady Bell sat up straight, put up her trembling hands, 
tried to pass them orer her eyes to clear her yision bodily 
and mentally, and could not, but lapsed more and more into 
the confusion and passion of a child. 

She stretched out her hands longingly to him, gare a little 
quavering cry, like a child's — ^who does not know it f — ^when 
the child's mother has lefb her darling, and has stayed away 
long, but the child feels that it has found its mother again 
at last. " Harry, Harry, are you my Harry after all ? Was 
it a dreadful dream ? I thought you disowned me, that you 
had nerer cared for me. What a fool I must have been ! *' 

None who heard the cry and the words from Lady Bell 
could doubt the substance of Captain Fane's assertion. And 
here was no time or place for searching into its origin, or 
into the footing on which the couple stood towards each 
other, for interfering between man and wife. 

Mrs. Sundon cried bewildered, '* What is this ? Here is 
the ofBLcer whom we saw at the review, and I thought there 
was something in that encounter which I could not fathom. 
Has Bell stolen a march upon me, and been foolish ?'' 
Mrs. Sundon asked in fresh distress. 

But Mrs. Sundon was losing a husband as Lady BeU was 
finding one. "See to this, Master Charles," Mrs. Sundon 
told her friend hastily. " I think I had once a suspicion of 
some troth -plight or alliance having been entered into by 
Lady BeU, but I have forgotten every interest save the 
nearest and most pressing, for a long time. BeU, Beli^ why 
did you cheat me?" Mrs. Sundon uttered one piteous re- 
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proadi. "But perhaps jon could not help it, poor child, 
any more than I could help cheating you.'' 

*'Ne, Sunny, I did not mean to cheat you," said Lady Bell 
veiy simply and earnestly. 

"Be kind to her, sir, whatever you are," Mrs. Sundon 
spoke to Captain Fane. '' If you led her into a false posi- 
tion, you were the more bound to bear with her, and bring 
her safe out of it. If I ever see better days, I shall tell you 
why I lefk her to herself, and perhaps, as I begin to under- 
stand, betrayed her into the appearance of evil. But I cannot 
think any more even of Bell, now. Captain Fane, as you 
are an officer and gentleman, and I am an unfortunate 
woman. Lady Bell's friend and natural guardian, you will 
make everything clear to Master Charles. He is a young 
man, but he is the old Mend of both of us women. Now, 
farewell all ; none of you needs me like Gbregory Sundon, 
let me be gone to him." And she wrung her hands at the 
compidsory delay. 

Lady Bell was in her husband's lodgings, standing with 
him there, and the door closed upon them. She had con- 
firmed Captain Fane's avowal, and Master Charles had left 
them, fain to go to work on Mrs. Sundon's behalf. 

Lady Bell knew where she was. She looked round, and 
her eye had taken in all the attributes and belongings, firom 
the papers on the table to the sword in the comer. 

Lady Bell was coming to herself, was remembering every- 
thing, was thinking — ^not that this was a poor home, but 
that here was a poor welcome home. She was feeling shy 
and hurt with the soreness of her old wrongs. She was 
asking herself whether Harry had deserved to be instantane- 
ously forgiven for his inexplicable, rude, atrocious behaviour 
to his wedded wife. 

He was coming to himself. He was feeling awkward and 
vexed, reawakening to the rankling of undoubted injuries. 
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He was not certain whether — ^though he had been in error iii 
the main, God be thanked — ^he had not been too eaailj 
induced into seeming to condone the huge amount of provo- 
cation which he had actually received. 

'^ If you had remained down in the country, where X 
believed you to be, all this lamentable misunderstanding 
would not have happened/' he said stijfiy and pragmatically. 

*'l came up to town with my Mrs. Sundon," replied Lady 
Bell shortly and dryly, seeing that she was put on her 
defence. '^I suppose you would have said that I was too 
young to keep house alonOi" and she looked at the hem of 
her handkerchief, not at him. 

•'Unquestionably," he rejoined quickly, "if you were to 
enter into familiar association, as with a brother, with a 
young fellow who is in fact no relation to you." 

"Master Charles had been like a brother to me," said 
Lady Bell without the least flinching, and with a little 
ominous flash of her dark eyes. "I was very glad to be 
like a sister to him. Was I to anticipate offensive interpre- 
tation of friendship with a poor boy whose very admiration 
for Mrs. Sundon was as high and pure as if she had been a 
goddess seated among the stars ? " 

"In the society of others, where I know you would en- 
counter temptation, you could not have been too discreet, 
for my sake as well as for your own," he persisted in his 
aggrieved tone. 

" Hear him ! " cried Lady Bell in the liveliest indignation^ 
appealing to Hany Fane against Harry Fane. " What did 
I do in society ? One would think I had been next to wicked. 
I was easy and merry, like any other happy young married 
woman. 1£ I had not married the man whom I believed the 
best in the world, whom I loved with my whole soul, then I 
might have studied discretion. I did study it when I was a 
wretched child, married to poor old Squire Trevor. Though he 
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called me idle and silly, wHfiil and pert — and I warrant I was 
all that to a man who might have been my grandfather — still 
he never called me indiscreet. He left that to the ungeneroxiB 
man who, when my heart was singing for joy because I was 
hiS| and he was mine, when I was wild with pride in the 
possession of my precious secret, expected me to be taking 
all manner of precaution against other men, who had ceased 
for ever to be anything save friends and brothers to me, and 
who were friends all the more for his sake." •• 

She had him there with wonderful directness and com- 
pleteness. 

"What! her innocmit, fond heart had Bang- f^r joy at 
belonging to a man who, knowing her so young, admired 
and exposed, had allowed his mind to be misled and abused 
by circumstances and by his own exacting passion, till he 
had treated like a dog the woman who had chosen him out 
of a thousand, and who had delighted to crown him — ^un- 
worthy of her in all save the truth and love which had 
signally failed her — ^with the distinction of her unselfish, 
devoted regard ! 

''Bell," he said sadly, taking her two hands in his, and 
looking her full in the face, ** there is one thing that you 
must take into account before I try whether I can ever make 
you forget that I have behaved to you in my harsh intolerance 
like a villain. My one poor, miserable excuse is, that while 
you were Lady Bell, young, lovely, and charming to every 
eye besides mine, the man whom you were so infatuated as 
to call the best of men, and to enrich with the treasure of 
your affection, was in his own more correct estimation, and 
in that of the world, at the best a gruff, fault-finding, dis- 
agreeable sinner, with no endowment of nature or fortune to 
account for the favour which you had shown him. With 
regard to such a man, it did not seem altogether unnatural, 
however disastrous to him and to you, that the favour should 
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prove Bhort-lived, and that he should be speedily diflcarded 
from the poet which he was not particularly well qualified 
tofiU." 

"Don't talk prodigious nonsense of yourself^ Harry," 
Lady Bell forbade him through her fast-falling tears. ** You 
know you are the best and wisest of men, to whom a poor 
fluttering thing like me has to stand on tiptoe to look up. 
Only you lost your mind for a season. I believe it waa all 
because we did very wrong about the private marriage of 
ours, which is private no longer, and you have taken the 
most absurd, preposterous time to make it public — just like 
a man. But I am left on your hands, Harry Fane, and you 
can no longer disclafm me, if you would." 



GHAFTEB UX. 



LIFB's OHBQTTBBl. 



npHJi reappearance of Sundon of Chevely, with Ids wife 
standing by liim once more, in the abyss into which he 
had sunk, followed as it was by his death in Newgate on the 
veiy first night of his imprisonment there, broke to the great 
world the shock and scandal of the proclamation of Lady 
Bell Fane's private marriage for these four months and more, 
to a poor naval officer, unknown save in his profession, and 
to a few dabblers in science. 

The world held up its hands and shrugged its shoulders ; 
but its emotions of wonder, pity, curiosity, and contempt 
were divided, and so far neutralised. 

Harry Fane and Lady Bell were the first people admitted 
to see Mrs. Sundon in the Haymarket lodgings. She had 
returned there, and had been suffered to take with her all 
that was mortal of Gregory Sundon. She had been by his 
side at the last, along with the chaplain and the prison 
officials. 

Master Charles had managed that for Mrs. Sundon and her 
dying husband. Master Charles had flown here and t^ere ; 
he had made all the interest that was to be made ; he had, 
during the short time that was allowed him, shown all the 
metal that lay under his youthful manhood, in being importu- 
nate, pertinacious, unrelaxing. 
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He had won for Mrs. Sundon her poor but invaluable 
consolation. She had got within the bolts and bars of 
Newgate, and braved the gaol-fever, and worse than the 
fever. Her husband's closing eyes had rested on her face ; 
her forgiveness and support had been with him, as pledgee 
of a greater forgiveness, an all-sufficient support; and she 
had secured the boon of the poor untenanted body, which 
she had seen dressed for her in a bridegroom's suit when 
the spirit was there in its flush of hope and happiness. 
The tabernacle of day was hers again to clothe ten- 
derly for the tomb, and to lay to that long sleep — all 
that was left to it, all it had craved in the end — ^not where 
felons lie, but among his own people at Chevely, where his 
child might stand without shrinking by his grave. 

Mrs. Sundon had lived to know that this was the best 
which could happen on earth to Qregory Sundon, who had 
been her first love, and to whom truly she had returned 
in his extremity. She was calm — comforted even to some 
extent by the fact to which she dung, that he had been 
arrested and wounded to death in defending himself against 
what was a false accusation. He had paid down his life 
as the forfeit of his misdeeds ; but of the last misdeed with 
which he had been charged, he had been comparatively 
innocent. He had been driven to herd with such men as 
those false coiners, but he had not been actively guilty of 
the crime, though legally it might have been hard to estab- 
lish the non-participation which stopped short at con- 
nivance. 

Still, his death occurring accidentally in connection with a 
crime which he had not committed, was like an atonement 
for that case of manslaughter, in which Squire Gbdwin had 
perished by Mr. Sundon's hand. 

''He came back to me after that," Mrs. Sundon said; 
"and ooidd I reject him in his misery? I had believed 
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tliat he hated me because of my opposition to his previous 
Bins, and because of my denunciation of them by quitting 
liim. But hatred died, and love reyived, for he came back 
to me at once in his desperate need — as to whom else 
should he have gone ? His deeper guilt and danger made 
him mine once more. Is it wrong to say so ? I cannot help 
it, for I think it is human nature. I was but a woman, Carols 
mother, and his one true love, who had loved him in spite of 
all — aye, even in spite of himself." 

"I love you the better for it. Sunny," protested Lady 
Bell. 

** There was no more question of infidelity, or treachery, 
or the squandering of the remnant of a fortune," said Mrs. 
Sundon; '*for he came to me straight, I tell you, and he 
only said, 'My Celia, pity me and help me.' He did not 
ask me to have mercy. I believe that he, as well as I, 
forgot that it was in question between us two. He pled 
wildly for pardon from Caro, who could not grant it, or 
tell what it meant, as he kissed his child, and she did not 
know him, and screamed at the sight of him ; but why 
should he have wasted time in asking pardon of me ? " 

" That was just before I came back from my visit to Lon- 
don," said Lady Bell. 

"When your coming placed me in great difficulty," Mrs. 
Sundon nodded, with a sad smile. "I could not throw my 
friend upon the world, even though I found I must go up to 
London, myself, to be near him in his hiding there. Li town 
we could have a hundred more chances of communication 
without discovery, and of procuring his flight into foreign 
parts, a step which the world had anticipated, and so seemed 
to have rendered more practicable. Of course I could escape 
suspicion best by meeting his messengers at public places." 

" That was why you went so much into public," said Lady 
Bell, the'Ught breaking in upon her more and more. 
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'' Your being with me, contributed to my being unobserved, 
or at least to the putting obserrers on a false track," con- 
fessed Mrs. Sundon. '^ Yet I did not think of compromising 
you seriously, Bell, though I consented to let you share sus- 
picion. You will beUeve that, and find excuses for me." 

'' A thousand. Sunny," declared Lady Bell, with all her 
heart, ** only, if you had told me," she hesitated, '' I should 
have stood by you in any circumstances." 

** I know that, child, I always knew that. But the secret 
was not mine alone, and think what a secret it was," she 
added with a shudder. "It seemed doing you a greater 
wrong to impart it to you, than to keep it from you. I 
expected every week that poor Sundon would be gone. I 
knew that if it came to discovery, so far as you were con- 
cerned, we were safe with you. I knew too that you were 
in good hands when I made you over to Master Charles. 
Bemember I looked on you as your own mistress. I thought 
no great mischief could be done for the short time that my 
strait would last, and every week we were disappointed in the 
means of reaching the coast, and crossing the channel, for no 
trust was to be placed in allies tempted by evil doing and 
misfortune on every side. Oh Bell! not poverty but sin 
makes man ' acquainted with strange bed-feUows ' and drives 
him and his to resort to strange practices. Now I see how 
wrong I was, how selfish I had grown in my troubles, and 
what incalculable harm I might have done to the woman who 
was like my sister." 

** Don't speak of it, Sunny," said Lady Bell warmly. 

''It is all over, madam," acknowledged Captain Fane, 
coming forward and making an effort at magnanimity. He 
had not known this lady. He coidd admit the claim of her 
misfortunes, but he could not yet cancel her offences against 
him and Lady Bell. Mrs. Sundon had proved a sorry £riend 
to his wife. 
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Mrs. Sundon recognised the smouldering condemnation in 
Captain Fane's tone. That he should continue to boar 
malice against her was no more than what she deserved, and 
was but another bitter drop in her cup. It was a different 
thing, however, if he retained the grain of a grudge, pro- 
voked by Mrs. Sundon, against his wife ; there should be 
wanting no supplication or explanation on Mrs. Sundon's 
part which could prevent such a seed of evil. 

'' Captain Fane, I hear that jou are an honourable man, and 
I thank God for it on my dear friend's account," Idrs. Sundon 
told him wistfully. ** Be generous as well as just. Eecollect 
that I did not know your rights — not that even that was my 
poor Bell's fault, for she would have told me early in your 
connection, if I could have found the heart to listen." 

** No more. Sunny," objected Lady Bell stoutly. ** Harry 
is a man, after all, liable to err like the rest of us. But oh ! 
what should I have been without your fostering care ? If 
Harry does not know that now, you will forgive him his 
ignorance ; he will have the grace to grant it some day." 

''This at least I am ready to admit," Captain Fane said 
less reluctantly and with better grace, '*that, after the 
excesses of passion to which I have given way, which, as you 
said quite truly, placed Lady Bell in a false position, in the 
first place, and you might have added, condemned her with- 
out a hearing in the second, I have no right to be hard on 
the shortcomings of my neighbours." 

"And you will let me stay with you at this sad time. 
Sunny," urged Lady Bell, " you will not punish me for con- 
tracting other ties, by driving me from you in the first days 
of your widowhood. You need not think that he will not 
give me up to you. You two are not acquainted with each 
other, which is an apology for your mutual mistakes. But 
though he has been angry with me, and perhaps he has had 
cause without my knowing it — ^farther than that, of course^ 
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1 am friYolouB and fooliBh compared with him, still I am not 
frightened to speak up for him. He is not unrelenting and 
grasping in his righteousness ; I can vouch for mj husband." 

"And I ccmnot afford to destroy what may remain of Lady 
Bell's trust," he said with a glow lighting up his grave face 
and sweetening its severity, **by withholding any proof of 
confidence in her friend — keep her for me, my dear madam, 
till you can spare her." 

"No, no," declined Mrs. Sundon, looking at them with 
longing, rueful eyes. " You are very good, sir, to let me 
have such an instance of your entire forgiveness ; but nothing 
would induce me to come in again between man and wife. 
Besides Bell, though I love you dearly, I would be alone 
with my husband, my dead husband, whose death has blotted 
out aU his sins and restored liim to me, as his life could not 
have done. You cannot comprehend that, and I hope yoa 
never may." 

"It shall be as you wiU, Sunny," submitted Lady Bell, 
awed. 

" The extremes of life have come to us beyond the power 
of our sympathy to prevent it," said Mrs. Sundon, " and 
would divide us in these days, though we dwelt on in the 
same house and clung to each other's arms. There would 
still be the establishment of your marriage, and the realisa- 
tion of my widowhood, putting a space as wide as life and 
death between us. ' The one shall be taken and the other 
left,' " she quoted dreamily. 

Another of those contradictions which startle us like co- 
incidences, happened at this time in Lady Bell's history. 

It would seem to be that in the course of Providence there 
is another web of destiny underlying that which we dimly 
see, and in which the same threads are again and again 
interwoven, not for the purpose of producing similar fortunes^ 
but with the effect of regulating corresponding contrasts. 
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One's neighbour's joys happen at the season of one's 
sorrows — an interyal of time passes and the same contrast is 
reproduced a second and a third time ; the tragedy and the 
comedy, the wedding and the funeral in the houses which 
may be next door, or may be those of chief friends occurring 
simidtaneously, and with a curiously accurate repetition. 

Within a week of Captain Fane and Lady Bell's reimion, 
he stopped in reading a paragraph in a newspaper and 
appeal^ed to her, "Are not the people mentioned here your 
relations in Warwickshire? If so, an awful calamity has 
befallen them." 

He proceeded to read aloud an account of the burning of 
St. Bevis's, it was suspected by the act of a ruined gentle- 
man of the name of Cholmondeley, who bore an implacable 
enmity to the family, some of whom had remained inmates 
of the house, and who had himself perished in the fire which 
he had raised. The other victims were the sister of the late 
Squire, Mrs. Die Qtxlwin, and a confidential person connected 
with the family and known as Mrs. Kitty, who might have 
been saved had she sought to extricate herself, and not 
directed her entire energy in the vain attempt to get out 
Mrs. Die, in company with whom Mrs. Kitty was suffocated. 

"Oh, Harry! it is they, and it is very terrible," cried 
Lady Bell, covering her face. 

" He loved her once, after his fashion, as you tell me," 
said Harry Fane ; '* such is what poor human love may come 
to, when it is without one spark of the divine, when it is of 
the earth earthy, and is fit to sink into what is altogether 
animal and devilish." 

"Ah! I wish I had been better to them, Harry," Lady 
Bell bemoaned her follies. " I wcw so silly and saucy. I 
wish I had gone to them after I was older and knew more ; 
but I was always a selfish, inconsiderate creature, full only of 
my own feelings and concerns, small and g^eat. You have 
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much to teach me» Harrj Fane, if I am ever to become a 
larj^e-hearted, disinterested woman " 

** Inconsideration in a girl in her teens is not a Terj rare 
and unexampled failing, I shotdd imagine/' replied Harry, 
with a smile. *' At least I can answer for the common pig- 
headedness of boys ; and, if you will forgive me for saving 
so, don't the bones, as well as the sauce, of the goose match on 
the whole with the bones of the gander ? The capacity for 
learning is the great thing to be desired in the scholar, 
assuming that the teacher is any wiser, which I am not sure, 
after all, is not a gross and impertinent assumption." 

** You know better than that, Harry," Lady Bell told him 
quite seriously. ^* But these two poor women to die together, 
with nobody to help them," she continued to lament piteously. 

** In death they were not divided," repeated Harry gently. 
** Is not that a consolation for the manner of their death, as 
their love was the one poor solace of their lives ?" 



CHAPTER LX. 

SIX YEABS LATEB. 

TVTJRTNG the next six years, when Lady Bell was some- 
times with her husband on foreign stations, sometimes 
keeping house in England while he was at sea, Harry Fane 
never again accused of indiscretion his dear and charming 
wife, who had all the sterling qualities behind her high- 
bred beauty, devemess, and sprightliness, whose fondness for 
him was so patent that it required no separate expression, 
but passed into every act of that devemess and sprightliness. 

As for Lady Bell, she had returned to her firm conviction, 
building securely upon it, that her Harry, in spite of his 
faults (she was always careful to make that exception lest 
she should be accused of doting), was the best of mortal men. 

Indeed, after the reformer and satirist had given pledges 
of his human fallibility and toleration by manying at a 
disadvantage, and by being in the end properly subject to a 
pretty, gay, as well as g^ood, young fine lady ; when she had 
softened his blimtness, mellowed his harshness, and put him 
on better terms with himself and his neighbours, he was a 
good man. 

He vindicated the latent excellence of Lady Bell's choice 
by the respect with which he and his services were held in 
his profession, though he did not rise so high in it as more 
unscrupulous and tune-serving of&cers rose; above all, by 
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the sincere esteem and affection which his intelligence, 
integrity, and genuine kindness won for him in not a few 
quarters quite apart from tho Admiralty. 

None rejoiced more in Harry Fane's having gained Lady 
Bell, and after gaining her in his proving worthy of her, 
than his cousin Lady Sundon rejoiced. Two such rogues 
had never made a cat's-paw of her, she vowed, but she could 
stand being made a cat's-paw of when a pretty love marriage 
was the end of it ; and how Lady Bell could have trained 
Harry to be so placable, complacent, and absolutely gallant, 
she could not conceive ; but she could admire the result, and 
be sure that Harry did Lady Bell's discipline credit. 

For that matter both Harry and Lady BeU had well-nigh 
forgotten that an interval of time longer than a day, or a 
misunderstanding graver than a cross look, had passed 
between Captain Fane's first return after his marriage and 
his claiming and acknowledging his wife. 

Lady Bell loved to go back to the neighbourhood of Lumley 
and stay there, especially when her husband was at home, 
and she could carry him down with her to his beloved country, 
and show him off along with her children to her old Mends, 
while she made the benefit mutual by showing them off to 
him. 

Lady BeU was particularly pleased to be in the neighbour- 
hood when Master Charles, as Captain Kingsoote, was ex- 
pected home for a breathing space, from the wars, to bring a 
bride to Nutfield. 

Miss Kingscote had kept her promise, and vacated all save 
a maiden aimt's room in the old house in the Orchard to its 
new mistress, since Master Charles had been so good as to 
complete the programme assigned to him, and was taking to 
himself a wife, the fit complement to his campaigning. This 
was a wife after Miss Kingscote's heart, with birth, breeding, 
and some fortune, as well as great beauty, parts, and virtue 
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— Bltogether aa ample dowry to restore the fallen fortunes of 
the Kingscotes. 

'^Lawk-a-daisj, Lady Bell, you'll never be able to hold 
the candle to my sister-in-law," the good woman told her old 
companion, in Miss Elingscote's frank exultation. 

** No, m never be able to hold the candle to Mrs. Slings- . 
cote," assented Lady Bell in confidential resignation. 

Master Charles had stolen no march upon his friends, like 
that of which Lady Bell had been g^ty ; but it had been 
the wish of both bride and bridegroom that the couple should 
go away by themselves one summer morning, be quietly 
married in the nearest country church, and come riding home 
a few days afterwards, attended only by their servants, like 
any comfortable couple of ten or twenty years' standing. 
The arrangement had become not unusual in those days of 
decided re-action from splendid wedding shows and public 
bridal rejoicings. 

Thus, though Lady Bell was aware of what had taken 
place, and who might be expected to look in upon her in 
passing presently, she was coolly at work in the familiar 
garden of her former home of Summerhill, which Captain 
Fane had been lucky enough to rent for these six months. 

Lady Bell was assisted in her gardening operations by the 
dainty little daughter of a friend, and by her own small son 
and heir. The three were tracing the outline of a ship with 
low-growing herbs. 

<<I once began it before," Lady Bell was expatiating to 
her young allies, ** but I could not finish it. I am sure to do 
it now with such a pair of subs. It is papa's ship, Fellew, 
but it is not the Centurumf it is the dear old Thunderhmni. 
Unfortunately it can no longer be a surprise to the ship's 
captain, for you see this is his idle time, if he were not so 
busy a man always, when he is apt to turn up. There is 
one thing, he will give us a few hints for the bowsprit and 
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the stem, on wliich I am a little shaky. No, thank yon, mj 
boy, I cannot take your authority instead, or agree to your 
personating the bow, as Bottom the Weaver represented a 
wall, and to Caro's standing for the stem; — not though I 
could nail your restless feet stilL See, there comes the ship's 
captain, and there, I dedare, they are with him ! " 

Lady Bell flung down her tools and materials, as she had 
done on a former occasion, and oould not run fast enough to 
meet her £nends. 

There was Master Charles in broad-shouldered and bronzed 
manhood, not without his scars, one of which caused him to 
halt slightly as he walked; but his soldier's credit was worth 
them, and at this moment he did not look so sober and sub- 
dued as he had offcen looked when the freshness of his first 
manhood was on his cheek, and when his step was well nigh 
as light as Lady Bell's. 

He was wearing his honours modestly, but one of them 
was a bridegroom's triumph, and the joy of the true bride- 
groom is proverbial. 

It is only the worldly wisdom of the present day, which 
delights to throw cold water on such natural, warrantable 
joy, and to represent ''the poor craven bridegroom " as full 
of backward looks, regrets for his lost loves, his perished 
ideal, and his vanished freedom, together with mortal shame 
at his first appearance before the world in the humdrum* 
character of '' Benedict the married man." 

But Master Charles had the high reward of winning his 
first and last love, and the deep satisfaction of clasping his 
ideal. Mrs. Xingscote, who had been Mrs. Sundon, standing 
there beside him, awaiting his wished like any good wife, 
calling him ''lord and master," and no longer "Master 
Charles," but familiarly " Charlie," had been less fortunate 
in her day. 

But she did no wrong to her first love, Gregoiy Sundon, 
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in giving liim a wortliier Muccessor. Gregory Stmdon had 
fallen from his place and forfeited his goods in this world ; 
another man had inherited what was forfeited, and that 
man's gain could not be counted the prodigal's loss. It is 
not here that there can be a restoration of all things. 

There was ample wealth left in the mind and heart of the 
woman, still joimg in years and nobly beautiful in face, to 
reward the loyal and faithful friend and lorer, and to endow 
any mtin. Without doubt, Master Charles held himself as 
well endowed beyond hope or desert. 

" Master Charles," Lady Bell was calling him, " I wonder 
if you know as much difference in ihe as I know in you ; but 
then the advantages are all on your side." 

** Pshaw ! Lady Bell, have you begun already to laugh at 
me ?" cried Master Charles. 

**I am gone off as a belle and a toast — ^forgive my vanity," 
persisted Lady Bell, '^ and am drifting into an old married 
woman, while you have only grown from a likely young 
fellow into a man who might be a general, or the Mayor of 
Lumley, or the Sheriff of the county any day. Why, Simny, 
your captain looks as formidable as my captain, and you 
know how I am kept in order." 

" Her speech shows it," said Captain Fane. 

** I have suspected it. Bell," said Sunny, '' and only think 
what a bad example for Charlie ! " 

** We'll club our resources, my dear," announced Lady 
Bell, " we'll tame these men of war, render them as domestic 
as dogs and cats, and call our houses our own, after aU. 
How well you are looking, Simny ! How setting the white 
veil is to your hat ! " 

Then as Mrs. Kingscote turned aside to forget every other 
thing in the kiss of her little daughter, Lady Bell said 
enthusiastically to all whom it might concern, ^* Caro is a 
darling, but she will never puU caps with her mother. I 

19* 



442 LADY BEIX. 

appeal to Captain Kingsoote. At the same time, I trust, 
Harry, that our children may do us as much credit as that 
child does her mother's cares and mine. Ah, Caro!" she 
ended by softly apostrophizing the little girl, who was out of 
hearing, '' of what plans and projects you were once the 
central figure in these very grounds of Summerhill ! Yes, 
you may well go up and pay your duty very sweetly and 
prettily, in the midst of your agitation, to your new father, 
who has tossed you as a baby in his arms many a time, and 
who is now wondering over and admiring you. You will 
never miss your own poor father now, as you might have 
missed him, with a girPs* vague longing. Your mother has 
done the best thing for you, as well as for herself^ in giving 
you a good father and herself a good husband." 
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"The story is not long, is sufficiently m- 



Bound Down ; or^ Life and Its Possibilities. A 

NoveL By Anna M. Vttco. i2mo. Fine doth. |i.5a 



"It is a remarkable book.'*— JV. K. 
Even. Mail. 

" An interesting domestic story, which 
will be perused with pleasure firom begin- 
ning to end." — Baiiimcre Even, BnUetin. 



** The author of this book has genius : 
it is written deverlv, with oocasionsJ 
glimpses into deep truths. . . . Dr. Mars- 
ton and Mildred are splendid characten.** 
— Pkila. Pmhyterian, 



Henry Courtland; or^ What A Farmer can Do. 

A NoveL By A J. Cune. i2mo. Fine doth.. |i-75* 

** This volume belonn to a dass of I valuable. . . . The whole story hangs wdl 
proee fiction unfiMtunately as rare as it is | together." — Pkila, Prut, 

Rougegorge. By Harriet Prescott Sfofford. 

With other Short Stones by Alice Gary, Lucy H. Hoopee, Jani 
G. Austin, A L Wister, L. C. Davis, Frank Lee Benedict, 
etc 87a With Frontispiece. Paper cover. 50 cents* 



**Thb is a rare ooDection.*'— OUoiifv 
Even. yMtmal.. 

** Admirable series of attractive Tales.*' 
-'Ckariesi0M Cenrier. 



"The contents are ridi, varied and al 
tjactive.**— /'ftttlf^Mrj' GoMeOe. 



The Great Empress. An Historical Portrait. By 

Professor Schele de Veee, of the Univeisity of Vii^nia. isma 
Extra doth. I1.75. 

"This portrait of Agrippina is drawn I almost dramatic la ita btenat'*— AT. K 
iidi peat diitiiictBea8» and the book is | Ohttrver. 



PUBUCATIONS OF J. B. UPPINCOTT *• CO. 



Nora Brady's Vow^ and Mona the Vestal. By 



Mks. Anna H. Dorsey. i2mo. 

"These interesting tales describe Ire 
lind and her people in ancient and modem 



Inaet respectively. * Mona the Vestal* 
giTes an account of the religioua, intel- 
lectual, political and social sutus of the 



Fine cloth. |i.75. 

ancient Irish: and 'Nora Brady's Vow' 
illustrates the devotion and generosity «l 
the Irish iromen who live in our midst tt 
friends and kindred at home.'*— i 



Helen Erskine. By Mrs. M. Harrison Robinsim^ 

r2ino. Toned paper. Fine doth. 1.5a 

Higher piaisc we can chre it by nyni 
that the tone is pure ana derated.**— /% 



**Th«re is a varied interest well sua- 
laioed in this story, and no reader will 
•omplain of it as wanting in incident 



Ag9* 



The Quaker Partisans. A Story of the Revolt- 



tion. By the author of "The Scout** With lUustrationa. 
Extra doth. 11.5a Paper cover. 60 cents. 



12111a 



some illustrations wiU still further 
mend it to the young peopleL**— ^. K 



** It is a story of stirring incidents turn- 
big upon the actual movements of the war, 
SM is told in an animated style of narra- 
tive which is very atoacuve. Its hand- 

One Poor Girl. The Story of Thousands. By 

Wirt Sikes. I2ma Toned paper. Extra doth. 11.5a 

"A deep interest attaches to the vol- 
vaat.**'^St. Louis Refmbtican. 
"It is a moving storv of a beautiful 
' trial 1 



which appears many an appeal wbicb 
Christian men and women might wdl 
ponder. "— If Wrte — 1 1 tmd JUifheitr, 



giri*s temptation and trial and triumph, in 

Astasia* A Tale. By C* Holland, izmo. 

Tinted paper. Extra, doth. $1.25. 

" It is a very interesting sketch of a life reading^ and we commend it to eitenehe 
ef vicissitudes, trials, triumphs and won- drculation.***-^/L Lamst DtmucrmL 
ierful experience ... It is well worth 

The Professor^ s Wife; or^ It Might Have Been. 

By An NIK L. Macgrkgor, author of '*John Ward's GotenM 
I2ma Fine doth. $1. 75. 

** The story is admirably related, with- 
mt affectation or pretence, and is very 
caching in parts. Miss Mapgregor has 



great skill in drawiQg and individaaliBMf 



Only a Girl. A Romance. Prom the German 

of Wilhelmine Von Hillera. By Mrs. A. L. Wi9nx» translatot 
of **The Old Mam*8eUe*s Secretp" etc. Fourth editioiL 
Fine doth. $2. 



**This is a charming woric, diannin^y 
errHten, and no one who reads it can lay it 
iowv without feeling impreesed with the 
raperior talent of its gifted author. As a 
mmk of fiction it will compare fevorably 
ia style and interest with the best efforts 
ef the iMjet gifted writers of the day, while 
k tfM pori^ of its tone, and the sound I 



moral lesson it teacher it ie eqna!, if nm 
superior, to any woric of the chamcter ^M 
has for years oone under ow 
PitisSmr^ DiMek. 

"Timely, forcible end 
more thu ordinary mcrita* — 4 
N^rtk A murkmm. 



PUBLICATIONS OF J. B, LIPP/NCOTT 9 CO. 



True Love, By Lady di Beaucterk^ author of 

••A Sammer and Winter in Norway," etc I2ina Fine cloth. 
I1.25. 

** Is a pleasinc Utile story well told.*'— 
H. Y. Indtptndtnt. 

"This pleasantly told love story presents 
aksores of Engiisn society that will repay 
B0 TMder. ""PiitMhmrg GmtUt, 

Carltno. By the author of ^^ Doctor Antonio^ 

•* Lorenzo Benoni,'* etc 8va Illustrated. Paper cover. 35 centi. 

pie and wholesome stc^ charmingly told.** 



** Many of the scenes of her tnirel aif 
drawn with trath and viKor. . . . The ui* 
teres* is sustained throi^hout the rtoty.*' 



** It is heaoti fully written, and is one of 
Ike best delineations of character that has 
been written lately."— /•**&. Day. 

** It is a capital little story. ... A sim- 



— Brookiyn Earit. 

•• Strange and deeply interesting."— i^T 
Y. Htarik and H»m«. 



Walter Ogilby. A Novel. By Mrs. J. H. Kin- 

zie, author of " Wau-bun, etc" Two volumes in one vol. I2ma 
619 pages. Toned paper. Extra clotk. |2. 



" One of the best American novels we 
Mure had the pleasure of reading for some 
tinie. The descriptions of scenery are 

Strited sketches, bringing places before 
e reader, and there i.n nothing strained, 
Moaational or improbable in the cleverly- 



rnnstmcted incidents. Even the graduat- 
ing week at West Point, though a hack 
neyed subject, is prewnted with the chariD 
of freshness as well as reality. This is 
a thoroughly good novel."— ^iUfa^Ai. 
Prut. 



Askaros Kassis^ the Copt, A Romance of Modem 

Egypt By Edwin db Leon, late U. S. Consul-General for Egypt 
i2mo. Toned paper. Extra cloth. I1.75. 

based on misceHaneuus fiicts, which hi 
calls ' A Romance of Modern Egypt' and 
in which he vividly depicts the Im ol 



"This book, while possessing all the 
tharacteristics of a Romance, b yet a 
^vid reproduction of Eastern life and man- 
•m."— JV: K. Timtt. 

" H« has written as this thrilling tale. 



rulers and people."— diov' A 



Beyond the Breakers, A Story of the Present 

Day. By the Hon. Robert Dale Owen. 8va Illustrated. 
Fine doth. $2. 



AH readers of taste, culture and 
iKmghl will feel attracted and impressad 
•y It . . . We have, for ourselves, read it 
■ith deep interest and with genuine plea- 



sure, and can say for it that which wt 
could say of fiew novels of to-day— thM 
we hope some time to read it over 
—AT. K Intk^endmL 



Compensation ; or^ Always a Future, A Novel, By 

Anne M. H. Brewster. Second edition. I2ma Fine cloth. I1.75. 

** It is an interesting work, and partim- | it is too gentle and too delicate." — PhUm, 
\u\y so to those who are musically in- | North A mericmn. 



dined, as much useful information may be 
fain<d from it" — Boston Post. 

** We rerommend this book to all who 
«M set longing for a^ony ; for such patrvts \ 



"The writer exhibits a happy talent fbi 
description, and evinces a rare taste uid 
genius for music." — Boston Ro€orthf. 



PUBLICATIONS OF J. B. UPPINCOTT *• OOL 

The American Beaver and his Works. By Lewis 

H. Morgan, author of "The League of the Iroquou." Hand* 
■omely illustrated^ with twenty-three full-page Lithographs and 
numerous Wood-Cuts. One vol 8va Tinted paper. Clodi 
extra, I5. 



" The bcok mav be pronounced en ex- 
pensiTe and ttandird vork on the Ameri- 
om beaver, and a valt able contribution to 
•dence."— iV: K. Htmld. 

** The book is an octavo of three hun- 
dred and thirty pages, on very thick paper, 
handsomely falound and abundantly illus- 
trated with nuipe and diaigrama 1 1 is a com- 
Qkte scientific, practical, historical and des- 



criptive treatise on the subject of which il 
treats, and will form a standaid far thoet 
who are seeking knowledge in this d»- 
partment of animal life. . . . Bt the pub- 
lication of this book. Mesan. J. B. Lip 
pincoct ft Co., of Philadelphiaj have reallj 
done a service to saience w^ch we traal 
will be weU rewarded '*~^m<m Bva^ 
Travettr, 



The Autobiography of Dr. Benjamin Franklin. 

The first and only complete edition of Franklin's Memoirs. Printed 
from the original MS. With Notes and an Introduction. Edited 
by the floN. John Bigelow, late Minister of the United States to 
France. With Portrait from a line Engraving on SteeL Largie 
I2ma Toned paper. Fine cloth, beveled boards, 12.5a 



"The discovery of the original auto- 
^ph of Benjamin Franklin's character- 
istic narrative of his own life was one of 
the fortunate events of Mr. Biselow's dip- 
lomatic career. It has given nim the op- 
portunity of producing a volume of rare 
oibliapaphical interest, and performing a 
raluable service to the cause of letters. 
He has engaged in his task with the en- 
thusiasm of an American scholar, and 



completed it in a manner highly credSt- 
able to his judgment and industry.** — '!%§ 
New York Tribtttu, 

** Every one who has at heart the honor 
of the nation, the interests of Am tvcma 
literature and the iame of Frankli.1 will 
thank the author for so requisite a naiiooai 
service, and applaud the manner and 
method of its ftilnllnienL'*— ^Mtas At 
Tnuucript 



The Dervishes, History of the Dervishes ; or^ 

Oriental Spiritualism. By John P. Brown, Interpreter of the 
American Legation at Constantinople. With twenty-four III 
trations. One vol. crown 8vo. Tinted paper. Cloth, 13.5a 



" In this volume are the fruits of long 
fears of study and investigation,^ with a 
great deal or personal ol»ervation. It 
treats, in an exhaustive manner, of the 
belief and principles of the Dervishes. 



... On the whole, this is a thorooghly 
original work, which cannot 6il to be- 
come a book of reference.'*— The PkHadm 
Prtu. 



New America. By Win. Hef worth Dixon. Fourth 

edition. Crown Svo. With Illustrations. Tinted paper. Extra 
doth, #2.75. 



" (b this graphic rolume Mr. Dixon | ly, vigorously and truthfull]r, unde 
^— American en and women sharp- 1 aspect.'* — Ihih* l/mivtrt ^ Migaum^ 



PUBLICA TJONS OP J. B. UPPINCOTT *• CO. 



Bulwet^s Novels. Globe Edition. Complete in 

twenty-two ▼oIume& With Frontispiece to each volume. Beaa* 
tiiully printed on fine tinted paper. i6ma Extra doth, I33 , 
extra doth, gilt top, I38.50 ; half calf, neat, $$$ ; half Turkey, gii» 
top, $66; half cal^ gilt extra, $66, Each novd lold separately, 
as below, in extra doth, at ^1.50 per volume. 



TheCaxtons. ,.1 voL 

My Novel 2 vols. 

What will He Do with It ?..2 vols. 

Devereux. i voL 

Last Days of Pompeii. . ..i vol. 
Leila, Calderon and Pilgrims, i v. 

Rienzi i voL 

The Last of the Barons. . i vol. 

Harold I vol 

Eugene Aram X voL 

** The Globe edition of Bulwer w ytrj 
aeat and sati8&ctory~inore satisfactory 
than any other issued in this country."— 
PkUada, North A mtriean. 

** The Globe edition is femarkable Ibr a 
Judicious combination ot cheapness, 1^- 
Ulity and beauty."— CAarft'A/Mi Courier. 

** We have repeatedly borne witness to 
lie pre-eminence of the Globe orer all 
other editions, in respect to cheapnessi 
neatness and convenience of sise." — Cinr 
cinnati GtiMetU. 

"The dear-cut type, delicately-tinted 
[»per and tastv binding of this Globe edi- 
tion of Bttlwer^s works cannot be awarded 
too much praise.*' — Rural New Yerker, 

** We repeat what we have so often be- 
fore stateo — that the Globe edition is the 
best ever issued on this side of the Atlan- 
tic" — New Otietuu Time*. 



Zanoni X voL 

Pelham I vtiL 

The Disowned i voL 

Paul Clifford i vol 

Ernest Maltravers i voL 

Godolphin I voL 

Alice I voL 

Night and Morning i voL 

Lucretia. 1 voL 

A Strange Story i voL 

'* The Globe edition of Bulwer ftinrinhn 
a model well worthy of imitatioo.*' — 
Pkiiada, Age. 

** As to execution and price, there is no 
better edition in the market"— C4N»i{fV 
Ezfening yournoL 

** We congratulate this wdl-known Phi- 
ladelphia publishing house upon Aimtsh- 
ing so complete, so legible, so cornpad 
and so beautiful an edition of the writmgi 
of this ^reat novelist The Amevicae 
book-buying and book-reading public wifl 
ilot fiiil to place this fine edition upon their 
library shelves. It is the best cheap edition 
of Bulwer that we have ever seen. It ia 
offered at the low price 0^ $1.50 per volume 
at which price the purchaser ^ets the ben 
part of the bargain." — Prevulenee Evet^ 
mg Frtss, 



Readers Novels. Illustrated Standard Edition of 

Charles Readers Novels. Complete in ten vols. I2ma Witk 
Engraved Frontispiece and Vignette Title to each. Handsomelj 
bound in extra doth. Price, I15 per set Extra doth, gilt top^ 
|X7 per seL Sold separately, in extra doth, as follows : 

Hard Cash I1.75 The Cloister and the Hearth|i.7$ 

Love me Little Lpve me Griffith Gaunt 1.50 

Long 1.50 Peg Woffington 1.25 

Never too Late to Mend. . x.75 Christie Johnstone x.25 

White Lies. x.50 The Course of True Lc»ve 

Frml Pipv 1*50 I Never did Run Smooth. i.2< 



PUBLICATIONS OF J, B. LIPPINCOTT 6* ca 



Our Own Birds of the United States. A Familiof 

Naturml History of the Birds of the United States. By William 
L. Baily. Revised and Edited by Edward D. Cope, Member of 
the Academy of Na *irai Sdenoea. With numerous Illustrations 
i6ma Toned papet. Extra cloth, ^i.Sa 



**Tbe text i« all the more accnttable to 
the eencfal ruader beoiuae the birds art 
caUed by their popular names, and not by 
the KJciuific titles of the cyclopaedias, and 
«• know them at onoe as old friends and 
oomp4niooa. We commend this unpre- 
tending little book to the public as pos* 
•cuing an interest wider in in range but 
similar in kind to that which belongs to 
Gilbert White s Natural History oi Sel- 
borne. '•—M K Ev*h. Pest. 

** The whole book is attractive, supply- 
ing much pleasantly-oonveved information 
fcr young readers, and embodying an ar- 



rangement and system that wOI often raaka 
it a helpful work of reference for oldff 
naturalists^ ''-^Pkifmdm. Svm, SuUrtm. 

*'To the youthful. 'Our Own Birds* b 
likely to prove a bountiful source of pleas- 
ure, and cannot fiul to make them thor- 
oughly acquainted with the birds of the 
United Sutes. As a science there is nont 
nuire agreeabk to studv than omithokgy. 
We therefore feel ix> hesitation in oob- 
mending this book to the public It is 
neatly printed and bound, and b profitaaly 
iUustrated.**— AVw K#rft //trmid. 



A Few Friends^ and How They Amused Them' 

selves. A Tale in Nine Chapters, containing descriptions of Twenty 
Pastimes and Games, arui a Fancy- Dress Party. By M. £. Dodge, 
author of 'Mians Brinker,** &c. I2ma Toned paper. Extra 
doth, 1 1.25. 



**Thb convenient Kttle encyclopaedu 
■trikes the proper moment most ntly. The 
evenings have lengtheoedj and until they 
again become short narties will be gath- 
ered everywhere and social intercourse 
will be general But though it b compar- 
atively easv to assemble those who would 
be amused, the amusement b sometimes 
tepUced by its opposite, and more resem- 
bles a religious meeting than the juicy en- 
tertainment intended. The * Few Friends* 
twenty pastimes, all 



or less intellectual, all provident of mirth, 
requiring no preparation, and (a|/4ble 01 
enlisting the largest or passing on with die 
smallest numben. 11»e descnptran b con- 
veyed bv examples that are themseivef 
*as good as a play.* l*he book deserves 
a wide circulation, as it b the missionary 
of much social pleasure, and demands no 
■tore costly apnuatus than ready wit and 
genial dbposition.** — Pkiimdn, Nmrtk 
At 



Cameos from English History. By the author of 

* **The Heir of Redclyflfe,** &c With marginal Index. lama 
Tinted paper. Cloth, I1.25 ; extra cloth, |i.75. 



"History is presented in a venr attractive I 
and interesting form for young fcdka in thb —3^. Y. Tamn, 



An excellent design happily executed.* 
ag t<dka in thb j —A" " 
mock.'"— PitU6tirg GmaitU. 

The Diamond Edition of the Poetical Works of 

Robert Bums. Edited by Rev. R. A. Willmott. New editioa 
With numerous additions. i8ma Tinted paper. Fine doth, f i. 



* This small, square, compact volume b 

Knted in clear tvpe, and contains, in three 
ndred pages, the whole of Bumn' poems, 
•idi a glossary and index. It is cheap. 



elegant and convenient, briiMpng tite wocici 
cf one of the most popu.ar of British p-va^s 
within the means of every reader/' — #•«* 
ten Even. TrmnKriM- 



